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0 fet forth a hooke without an Epiftle, 
were like to the old Englifh prouerbe, A 
blew coat without a badge , isf the Au- 
thor being dead , I thought good to take 
that piece of worke njpon m&e : To com * 
mend it , I will not for that which is good , 1 hop-e euery 
man will commend yoith out intreaty : and 1 am the bol- 
der } becaufe the Authors name is fujficient to <~vent his 
worke. Thusleauing euery one to the liberty of iudge- 
ment : I haue no enter edto print this Play, and leaue it 
to thegenerall cenfure. 




Yours, 



Thomas VValJdey. 
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The Tragedy o/Othello the Moore 
ofV enice. 

Enter Iago and Roderigo. 

Roderigo. 

fcVfr,neucr tell me,I take it much vnkindly 
\ That you 1 Ago, who has had my purfe, 

> As ifthe firings were thine, ftiould’ftknowof this. 

I lag. S’biood,but you willnot heare me, 

, Ifeuer I did dreame offuch a matter,abhorrc me. 
^'Tlhoutoldft me,thou didfthold him in thy hate. 
lag. Defpifemeif Idoe not .-three great ones of the Citty 
In perfonallfuite to make me his Leiutenant, 

Oft captto him,and by the faith of man, 

I know iny price,I am worth no worfe a place. 

But he, as louing bis owne pride and purpofes, 

Euadcsthem, with a bumbaft circumftance. 

Horribly ftuft with Epithite 3 of warre : 

Andinconclufion, 

Non-fuits my mediators : for certes,fayes he, 

I haue already chofcn my officer, and what was he ? 

Forfooth,a great Arithmetition, 

One Michael Cafsiogz Florentine, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a faire wife , 

That neuer fet a fquadron in the field. 

Nor the deuifion ofaBatteli knowes, 

B More 
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l The tragedy o/Othello 

More then a Spinfter,vnle(Te the bookifh Theorique, 
Wherein the toged Confuls canpropofe 
As matterly as he : meere prattle without praftife, 

Is all his fouldier- fhippe : but he fir had theeleftion. 

And I, of whom his eyes had feenetheproofe. 

At Rhodes, zx. Ctpres, and on other grounds, 

Chriftian and Heathen, mutt be led, and calm’d, 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-cafter : 

He in good time, mutt his Leiutenantbe, 

And I, God blefle the marke,his W orihips Ancient. 

Rod. Byheauenlratherwould haue bin his hangman. 

la. But there’s no remedy, 

Tis the curfe of feruiee, 

Preferment goes by letter and affeftion, 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Scood heire to the firft : 

Now fir be iudge your felfe, 

Whether I, in any iufi tearme am aflign’d 
to lone the Moore. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

la. O fir, content you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him, 

We cannot be all matters ,nor all matters 
Cannot be truely followed, you (hall rnarke. 

Many a dutious and knee- crooking knaue. 

That doting on his ownc obfequious bondage, 

Weares out his time much like hismafters Afle, 
Fornoughebut prouender,and when hec’s old cafhierd, 
Whip mee fuch honeft knaues : 

Others there are, who trimd in formes, 

And villages of duty,keepe yet their hearts. 

Attending on themfelues,and throwing 
But fhewes of feruiee on their Lords, 

Doe well thriue by ’em. 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 

Doethemfelues homage, 

Thofe fellowes haue fome foule, 
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And fuch a one doe I profefle my felfe, -for fir, 

It is as fure as you are Rodertgo, 

Were I the Moore, I would norb tlago . 

In following him,lfollowbut my felfe. 

Heaucnismyiudge,not I, 

For loue and duty, but feemmg lo, 

For whenmy outward aftion does demonftrate 
The natiue aft , and figure of my heart, 

In complement externe.tis not long alter, 

But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 



ForDoues topecke at, 

I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thicklips owe, 



Ifhecancarry’et thus ? 
la. Callvp her father, 

Rowfe him,make after him, poyfon his delight. 
Proclaimehim in the ftreete,incenfe her Kinfmen, 
And tho he in a fertile climate dwell. 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes ofvexationout, 

As i: may loofe fome colour. 

Rod Here is her fathers houfe, He call aloud. 

Ia. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell. 
As when by night and negligence,the fire 
Is fpied in populous Citties. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantio , Seignior Braha»tto,ho, 
Ia. Awake, what ho ,Br*bantio, 
Theeuesjtheeuesjtheeues .• 

Looke to your houfe, you Daughter, and your bags, 
Theeues,theeues. b 
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Brabantio at a window. 

J* r ^‘ gWh&tis t ^ erea f° n of this terrible fummons ? 

What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Seignior, is all yourfamily within? 

Ici, Are alldoorelockts? 

B 1 Brab. 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

Brab. Why , wherefore aske you this ? 
dag, Zounds fir you are rob d, for fhame put on your gown e, 
Your heart is burft,you haue loft halfeyourfoule ; 

Euen now, very now, an old blackeRam 
Is tupping your white Ewe; arife,arife, 

Awake the fnorting Citizens wit h the Bell, 

Or elfe theDiuellwillmakeaGrandfireofyou,arife I fay. 

Brab. What, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod. Moft reuerend Seignior, doe you know my voyce? 

Bra . Not I, what are you? 

Rod. My name is Roderigo. 

Bra. The worfe welcome, 

I haue charg’d thee, not to haunt about my dores, 

Inhoneft plainenefte, thou haft heardme fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in madnes, 

Being full of fupper,and diftempering draughts, 

V pon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
Toftartmy quiet? 

Rod. Sir,fir,fir. 

Bra. Butthoumuftneedesbefure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power, 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir. 

Bra. What, tell’ft thou me of robbing ? this is Venice, 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio^ 

In fimple and pure foule I come to you. 

, J *g‘ ZiOuns Sir, you areoneofthofe, that will not feme God, if 
the Deuill bid you. Bccaufe we come to doe you feruicc,you thinke 
we are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter couered with a Barbary 
node; youle haue yourNephewes ney to you;youle haueCourfers 
tor CouienSjand Iennits tor Iermans. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 

lag. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Moore, are now making the Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. ihouart a villaine. 
dag. You are a Senator. 

Bra. 



the Moore ^Venice. 

p This thou (halt anfwer,I know thee Roderigo. 

Z. anything:Bu[I btfecch you, 

If fhe be in her chamber, or your houfe, 

Let loofe on me the Iuftice ofthe ftate, 

For this delufion. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, Ho: 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people : 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already : 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muflleaue you, 

Itfeemesnot meete, nor wholefometo my patej 

To be produc’d, as if I ftay I fhall 

Againft the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

How euer this may gaule him with fome checke, 
Cannot with fafety caft him, for hee’s imbark'd, 

With fuchloud reafon,to the Cipres warres, 

Which euen now ftands in a<ft,that for their foules, 
Another of his fathome, they haue not 
To leade their bufine(fe,in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines, 

Y et for neceffity of prefent life , 

I mud fhew out a flag, and figne ofloue, 

Which is indeed but figne, that you fhall furely 
Finde him lead to the Sagittar.theraifed fearch, 

And there will I be with him. S o farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Barbantio in his night gowne,and feruants 
with Torches. 

Bra. It is too true aneuill,gone fine is, 

And what’s to come, of my defpifed time. 

Is nought but bittemeffe now Roderigo, 

Where didft thou fee her ; O vnhappy girle. 

With the Moore faiftthou? who would be a father? 
How didft thou know twas fhe ? O thou deceiueft me 
Pa ft thought : what faid fhe to you? gee more tapers, 
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Raife all my kindred, are theymarried thinke you ? 

Rod. Truely I thinke they are. 

Bra. Oheauen,howgotdieouc?0 treafonoftheblood; 

Fathers from hence, trull not your Daughters mindes 
By what you fee them a<d, is there notcharmes, 

By which the property of youth and manhood 
May be abus’d? haue you notread Roderigo , 

Of fomefuch thing. 

Rod. Ihauefir. 

Bra. Call vp my brother : O that you had had her, 

Some one way,fome another ; doe yon know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod. I thinke I can difeouer him, if you pleafe 
To get good guard, and goe along with me. 

Bra. Pray leade me on,at euery houfe lie call, 

I may command at mod •. get weapons ho. 

And raife fome fpeciall Officers of night : 

On good Roderigo, \\t deferue your paynes. Exeunt. 

Enter Othello,Iago ,and attendants with Torches. 

Ia. Tho in the trade of warre,I haue flaine men, 

Y et doe I hold it very ftuft of Confidence. 

To doe no contriu’d murrher; I lacke iniquity 
Sometimes to doeme feruice : nine or ten times, 

I had thought to haue ierk’d him here, 

Vnderrhe ribbes. 

Oth. Tis better as it is. 

lag. Nay ,but he prated, 

And fpoke fuch fcuruy,and prouokingtearmes 
Againfl your Honor, that with the little godlinelfe I haue, 

I did full hard forbeare him : but I pray fir. 

Are you fall married ? For be fure of this, 

That the Magnifico is much beloued, 

And hath in his effe<5t,a voyce potentially 
As double as the Dukes, he will diuorceyou, 

Or put vponyou what redraint,and greeuance, 

That law with all his might to inforcc it on, 

Wede 
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the Moore ofV en ice. 

Weelegiue him cable, 

Oth. Lethimdoehislpite, . . 

Mv feruiccs which I haue done the Seigntorie, 

Shall out tongue his complaints, tis yet to know. 

That boafting is an honour, 

I (hall provulgate,I fetch my life and being, 

From men of royall height, and my demernts. 

May fpeake vnbonnited to as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know I ago, 

But that I loue the gentle Defdemona, 

I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into circumfcription and confine 

For the feas worth, Enter Caffio with lights, Officers, 

But looke what lights come yonder . and torches. 

la. Thefe are the railed Father and his friends, 

You were bed goe in: 

Oth. Not I, I mud be found, 

My parts, my Title, and my perfect foule, 

Shall manifed me rightly : it is they. 

Ia. By Ianus I thinke no. 

Oth. Theferuants ofthe Duke, and my Leiutenant, 

The goodneffe of the night vponyour friends, 
Whatisthenewes. 

Caf. The Duke does greeteyou Generali, 

And he requires your had, pod had appearance, 
Euenontheindant. 

Oth. W hat’s the m atter thinke you : 

Caf. Something from Cipres, as 1 may diuine, 

It is a bufinefle of fome heate, theGalleyes 
Haue fent a dozen frequent me flengers 
This very night, at one anothets heeles : 

And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met, 

Are at the Dukes already; you haue bin hotly cald for. 
When being not at your lodging to befound, 

The Senate fent aboue three ieuerall queds 
lou*archyouout. 

Otht Tis well I am found by you, 
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8 The Tragedy o/"0thello 

lie fpend a word here in the houfe,and goe with you. 

Caf. Auncient, what makes he here ? 

Ia. Faith he to night.hath boorded a land C arrick .• 

If it proue la wfull prize, hee’s made foreuer. 

Caf. I doe not vnderftand. 

I a. Hee’s married, 

Caf. To who? 

Enters Brabantio,Roderigo,W others with lights 

and weapons. 

I a. Marry to.-— Come Captaine,will you goe? 

Oth. Ha,with who ? 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for you. 

Ia. It is Brabantio , Generali be aduifde. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Holla, Hand there. 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Cra. D owne with him theife. 

la. You Roderigo, Come fir, I am for you. 

Oth. Keepe vp your bright {words, for the dew will ruft em, 
Good Seignior you {hall more command withyeares 
Then with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou fouletheefc, where haft thou flowed my daughter? 
Dambdas thou art, thou haft inchanted her, 

For He referre me to all thing of fenfe, 

Whether a maide fo tender, faire, and happy , 

So oppofite to marriage, that fhe fhund 
The wealthy curled darlings of ourNation, 

Would euer haue (to incurre a general mocke ) 

Runne from her gardage to the footy bofome 
Offuch a thing as thou ? to feare,not to delight. 

Such an abufer of the world, a pra&ifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant? 

Lay hold vponhim,ifhedoe refift, 

Subdue him at his perill. 

Oth. Hold your hands : 

Both you of my inclining and the reft. 



The Moore of V enice. 

it m yQu.tofigSH,I(l»ul<t ^ knowneit. 
Wilhour/ptbiipter, where will y°u that I goe. 

And anfwer this your charge? 

Bra. To prifon till fit time 
Of Law, and courfe of direift Seftion, 

Call thee to anfwer. 

Oth. What if I doe obey, 

How may the Duke be therewith fatished, 

Whofe Merten gers are heere about my tide, 

Vpon fome prefent bufinefle of the State, 

To bearemetohim. .... 

Officer. Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 

The Duke’s in Cou n cell,and your noble felfe, 
Irmfureisfentfor. 

Bra. How? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time ofthe night ? bring him away. 

Mine’s not anidlc caufe, the Duke himfelfe, 

Or any of my Brothers of the State, 

Cannot but feele this wrong, as twere their own e. 

For if fuch a<ftions,may haue partagefree, 

Bondflaues,and Pagans, fhal our Statefmen be. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke and Senators, fet at a Table with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke. There isno Compofition in thefe newes, 

That giues them cfedit. 

i Sena. Indeede they aredifproportioned, 

My letters fay, a hundred andfeuenGallies. , 

Du. And mine a hundred and forty, 
a Sena. And mine two hundred : 

But though they iumpe noton a iuft account, 

As in thefe cafes, where they aym’d reports, 

Tis oft with difference, yet doe they all confirme 
A Turkifh fleete,and bearing vp to Ciprejfe. 

Du. Nay,it ispoflible enough to iudgement: 

I doenot fo fecure me to the error. 

But the mayne Articles I doe approue 
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In fearefull fenfe. Enter a Meffenger. 

One within. Whatho,whatho,whatho ? 

Sailor. A meffenger from the Galley. 

Du. Now, the bufinefle ? 

Sailor. The Tnrkifh preparation makes for Rhodes, 

So was I bid report here, to the date. 

Du. Howfayyou by this change? 

I Sena. This cannot be by noaflayof reafon— 

T>s a Pageant, 

To keepevs infalfegaze : when we confider 
The fmportancy oi Cypreffe to theTurke: 

And let our felues againe,but vnderftand, 

That as it moreconcernes theTar^e then Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile queftion beare it. 

Dn. And in all confidence, hee’s not for Rhodes. 
Officer. Here is more newes. Enter a 2. Meffenger. 
Mef. The Ottamites, reuerend and gracious, 

Steering with due courfe, toward the Ifle of Rhodes, 

Haue there inioynted with an after fleete 
Of 30. fade, and now they doe refterine 
Their backward courfe, bearing with franke appearance 
Their purpofes towards Cypreffe-. Seignior Montano , 

Your trufty and mod valiant feruitor, 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 

And prayes you to beleeue him. 

Du. Tis certaine then for Cypreffe, 

Marcus Luccicos is not here in Towne. 

1 Sena. Hee’s now in Florence. 

Du. Write from vs, with him port, port haft difpatch.' 

Enter B rabantio, Othello, Roderigo , Iago,Ca{fio, 
Defdemona,W Officers. 

1 Sena. Here comes Brabantto and the valiant Afoore. 
Du, Valiant Othello, we muft ftraiteimploy you, 
Againft the generall enemy Ottoman ; 

I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

W e lacke your counfell, and your helpe to night, 
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The £ Moore of Venice. 

Bra. So didl yours, good yourGrace pardon me, 
Neither my place, nor ought l heard of bufinefle 
H h rais’d from my bed, nor doth the generall care 

Take any hold ofrae,for my particular gnefes, 

Is of fo floodgate and orebearing nature, 

That it engluts and fwallowes other forrowes. 

And it is ftill it £elfe- 

Du. Why, what’s the matter? 

Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 

All. Dead? 



Bra. I tome.- 

She i s abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted , 

By fpels and medicines, bought of mountebancks, 
for nature fo prepofteroufly toerre, 

Saunce witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be,that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her felfe, 

And you of her, the bloody bookeofLaw, 

You {hall your felfe, read in the bitter letter, 

After its owne fenfe, tho our proper fonne 
S tood in your aiftion. 

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace; 

Here is the man, this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

All. We are very forry for’t. 

Du, Whatinyour ownepart canyou fay to this? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Moft potent, graue, and reuerend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approoued good maifters : 
Thatlhauetane away this old mans daughter, 

It is moft true : true, fhaue married her, 

The very head and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent no more. Rude am I in my fpeech 
And little bleft with the fet phrafe of peace, 

Forfince thefe armes ofmine had feuenyeares pith, 
Till now fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs’ cl 
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Their deareft adlion in the tented field, 

Andlittleof this great world canl fpeake, 

More then pertaines to feate of broyle, and battaile, 
And therefore little (hall I grace my caufe. 

In fpeaking for my felfejyet by your gracious patience, 
I will a round vnuarnifh’d tale deliuer, 

Of my whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what charmes, 
What coniuration,and what mighty Magicke, 

(Forfuch proceedings ami charg’d withall: ) 

I wonne his daughter. 

Bra. A maidenneuer bold offpirit, 

So ftill and quiet, that her motion 
Blufhtatherfelfe : and (he in fpite of nature. 

Of yeares,ofCountrey, credit, euery thing, 

To fall in loue with what fhe fear’d to looke on ? 

It is a Judgement maimd,and moll imperfedl, 

That will confeffe perfe£lion,fo would erre 
Againft all rules of Nature, and mud be driuen, 

To finde out pradlifes of cunning hell , 

Why this (hould be, I therefore vouch againe, 

That with fome mixtures powerfull ore the blood. 

Or with fome dram coniur’d to this effedl , 

He wrought vponher. 

Du. To youth this is no proofe. 

Without more certaine and more ouert teft, 

Thefe are thin habits, and poore likelihoods, 
Ofmoderne feemings,you preferre againfl him. 

i Sena. But Othello fpeake, 

Did you by indiredl and forced courfes, 

Subdue and poifon this young maides affedlions ? 

Or came it by requefl,and fuch faire queftion, 

As foule to foule affoordeth ? 

Oth. I doe befeechyou, 

Send for the Lady to the Sagittar, 

And let her fpeake of me before her father j 
If you doe finde me foule in her rep OK, 

Not onely take away, but let your fentence 
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The Moore of Vc nice. 

Cnfln fall vpon my life. 

^ T)u Fet ch Defdemona hither. Exit two or three. 

Oth. Ancient condudl them, you bed know the place : 
And till (he come, as faithfull as to heauen, 

So iudly to your graue eares I’le prefent, 

How I did thriue in this faire Ladyes loue. 

And (he in mine. 

J)u. Say it Othello. 

Oth. Her Father loued me, oft inuited me, 

Still quefiioned me the (lory of my life, 

From yeare toyeare,the battailes,feiges, fortunes 
Thatlhauepaft: 

I ran it through ,euen from my boyifh dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it ; 

Wherein I fpake of mod difaflrous chances, 

Of moouing accident of flood and field ; 

Ofheire-breadth fcapes ith imminent deadly breach ; 
Ofbeing taken by the infolent foe: 

And fold to flauery,and my redemption thence, 

And with it all my trauells Hiftorie ; 

W herein of Antrees va(l,and Defer ts idle, 

Rough quarries, rocks and hils,whofe heads touch heauen. 
It was my hent to fpeake, fuch was the procefle : 

Andofthe Cannibals, that each other eate; 

The Anthropophagie , and men whofe heads 
Doe grow beneath their fhoulders : this to heare, 

Would Defdemona ferioufly- incline; 

But dill the houfe affaires would draw her thence, 

And euer as fhe could with haft difpatch, 

Shee’d come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuourevp mydifcourfe; which I obferuing, 

Tooke once a plyant houre,and found good meanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earned heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcel! (he had fomething heard, 

But not intentiuely,I did confent, 

And often did beguile her ofher teares, 
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When I did fpeake of fome diftrefled ftroake 
That myyouth fuffered : my ftory being done; 

She gaue me for my paines a world of fighes ; 
Shefworelfaith twas ftrange,twas parting ftrange ; 

Twas pittifulljtwas wondrous pittifull; 

She wifht (he had not heard it, yet (he wrtht 

That Heauen had made her fuch a man : (he thanked me, 

And bad me, if I had a friend that loued I her, 

I (hould but teach him how to tell my ftory. 

And that would wooe her. V pon this heate I fpake •• 

She lou’d me for thedangers I had paft. 

And I loud her that (he did pitty them. 

This onely is the witchcraft I haue vs d : 

Here comes the Lady, 

Letherwitneffeit. 

£«terDefdemona,Iago,<Wf£e reft. 

Du, I thinke this tale would win my daughter to,-- 
Good Brabantio , take vp this mangled matter at the belt, 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you heare her fpeake. 

If (he confefle that (he was halfe the wooer, 
Deftru&ionlite on me.ifmy bad blame 
Licrht on the man. Come hither gentle miftrefle.- 
Doe youperceiuein all this noble company. 

Where moftyou owe obedience? 

Def. My noble father, 

I doe perceiue here a deuided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education; 

My life and education both doe learne me 
How to refpe&you.you are Lord of all my duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter, But heere's my husband : 
And (o much duty as my mother (hewed 

To you,preferring you before her father, 

So much I challenge, that I may profelle, 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 
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Bra, God bu’y,Iha done : 

Pi fe i t your Grace, on to the State affaires ; 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it; 

Comehither Moore: 

There doegiue thee that, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake lewelJ, 

I am glad at foule. I h aue no other child , 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny, 

Xo hang clogs on em,I haue done my Lord. 

Du. Let me fpeake like your felfe,and lay afentence 
Which as a greefe or ftep may helpe thefe louers 

Into your fauour. 

When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended, 

By feting the worft, which late on hopes depended, 

To mourne amifcheife that is paft and gone, 

Is the next way to drawmoremifchiefe on ; 

What cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes. 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

Therob’d thatfmiles,fteales fomething from the thiefe, 

He robs himfelfe,that fpends a bootelerte griefe. 

Bra. So let the Turke, of Cypres vs beguile, 

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile ; 

He beares the fentence well that nothing beares. 

But the free comfort, which from thence he heares : 

But he beares both the fentence and the forrow. 

That to pay griefe, muft of poore patience borrow. 

Thefe fentences to fugar,or to gall, 

Being ftrong on both (ides, are equiuocall : 

But words are words, I neuer yetdid heare, 

That the bruis d heart was pierced through the eare : 
Befeechyounow,to the affaires of the Hate. 

n l ^ '■'J' ur ke with moll mighty preparation makes for Cipres : 
t ello , the fortitude of the place, is beft knowne to you, and tho we 
aue t ere a | u hftitute ofmoft allowed fufficiency,yet opinion, a fo- 
eraigne rmftreffe ofeffe<fts,throwes a more fafer voyce on you;you 

tunp t ,, ere L°[ e ^ Ce c0ncent t0 (lubber the glofte of your newfor- 
,With this more ftubborne and boifterous expedition. 

C 4 Oth. 
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Oth. The tyrant cuftome moft great Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and fteele Coochofwarre, 

My thrice driuen bed of downe : I doe agnize 
A naturall andprompt alacrity, 

I finde in hardneffe,and would vndertake 
This prefent warres againft the Ottamites, 

Moft humbly therefore, bending to your State, . 

I craue fit difpofition for my wife, 

Due reuerence of place and exhibition, 

Which fuch accomodation ? and befort 
As leuels with her breeding. 

Du. Ifyoupleafe,bee’t at her fathers. 

Bra.. Ilenothaueit fo. 

Oth. Nor I. 

Defd. Nor I, I would not there refide, 

To put my father in impatient thoughts. 

By being in his eye; moft gracious Duke, 

T o my vnfoiding lend a gracious eare, 

Andlet me finde a charter inyourvoyce. 

And if my fimpleneffe 

Du. What would you — fpeake. 

Def. That I did louethe Moore, to liue with him, 
My downe right violence, and fcorne ofFortunes, 

May trumpet to the world .• my hearts fubdued, 

F uen to the vtmoft pleafure of my Lord : 

I faw OtheUoes viflagein his minde, 

And to his Honors, and his valiant parts 
Did I my foule and fortunes confecrate: 

So that deere Lords, if I be left behinde, 

A Mothe of peace, and he goeto the warre. 

The rites for which Iloue him,are bereft me, 

And I a heauy interim fhall fupport, 

Byhisdeare abfence,letme goewith him. 

Oth. Your voyces Lords :befeech you let her will, 
Haue a free way, I therefore beg it not 
Topleafethepallat of my appetite, 

Nor to comply with heate, the young affefts 
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Tnmvdefona, and proper fatisfaaion. 

Rut to be freeand bounteous ofher mind. 

And heauen defend your good toules that you thinke 
T xA/illvourferious and good bufine tie leant, 

For (he is with me; — no, when light-wingd toyes. 

And feather’d Cupid foyles with wanton dulneflc, 
m v fpeculatiue and a&iue inftruments. 

That my difports, corrupt and taint my bufinefle. 

Let hufwiues make a skellet of my Helmc, 

And all indigne and bafe aduerfities, 

Makeht ad againft my reputation. 

Du. Be it, as you (hall priuately determine, 

Either for ftay or going, the affaires cry haft, 

And fpeede muft anfwer,you muft hence to night, 

Defd. To night my Lord ? 

Du. This night. 

Oth. With all my heart. 

Du. At terri’the morning here weelmeeteagaine. 

Othello, leaue fome officer behind , 

And he fhall our Commiffion bring to you, 

With fuch things elfe of quality or refpeeft, 

As doth concerne y oy . 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is ofhoneftyand truft, 

To his conueyance I affigne my wife, 

With what elfe needefull your good Grace fhall thinke, 
Tobefentafter me. 

Du. Let it be fo : 

Good night to euery one.and noble Seignior, 

Ifvertue no delighted beauty lacke, 

Your fon in law is farre more faire then b lacke. 

x Sena, Adue braue Moore, vfe Defdemona well, 
hooke to her Moore,haue a quicke eye to fee, 

S ehas dece'iu’d her father, may doe thee. Exeunt. 

. tC" My Kfevpon her faith: honeft /*£<>, 

My Defdemona muft I leaue to thee , ►* 

I preethefclet thy wife attend on her, 
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And bring herafterinthc beft aduantage ; 

Come Defdemona , I haue but an houre 
Of loue, of worldly matters, and dire&ion, 

To fpend with thee, we muft obey the time. 

Rod . / ago. Exit Moore and D efdemona. 

lag , What faieft thou noble heart ? 

Rod . What will I doe thinkeft thou ? 
lag- Why goe to bed and fleepe. 

Rod. I will incontinently drovvne my felfe. 
lag. W ell 3 if thou doeft, I fhalL neuer louc t bee after ir, 
Wny,thou filly Gentleman. 

Rod. Itisfillinefleto liue,when to liue is a torment, and then we 
haUe aprefcription,todye when death is our Phyfition. 

lag. I ha look'd vpon the world for foure times feuenyeares, 
and fince I could diftinguifh betweene a benefit, and an tniury,I nc- 
tier found a man that knew how to louehimfelfe : ere I would fay 
I would drowne my felfe, for the lone of a Ginny Hen, I would 
change my humanity with a Baboone. 

Rod . What fhouldldo? Iconfeffe itismyfhameto be fo fond, 
but it is not in my vertue to amend it, 

Jag. Vertue? afig, tis in our felues, that wee arethus, or thus, 
our bodies are gardens, to the which our wills are Gardiners, fo that 
if we will plantNtttleSjOr.fow Lettice,fetIfop,and weed vp Time; 
fupplyitwith one gender of hearbes, or diftradt it with many; ei- 
ther to haue it {Terrill with Idlene{fe,oc manured with Tnduftry,why 
the power, and corrigible Authority of this, lies in ourwills. If the 
ballance ofour liues had not one fcaleofreafon,to poife another of 
fenfuality; the blood and bafenefte ofour natures , would conduit 
vs to moft prepofterous conclufions. But wee haue reafon to code 
our raging motions,our carnall ftings,our vnbitted lufts whereof 
I take this 3 that you call loue to be a fe<ft,or fyen. 

Rod . It cannot be. 

lag. It is meerly a luft of the blood ,and apermifTion of the will: 
Come,bea man; drowne thy felfe? ‘drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies: Iprofefleme thy friend, andlconfefie me knit to thy defer- 
ring, with cables of perdurable toughneffe; I could neuer better 
fteede thee then now. Put money in thy purfe; follow thefe warres, 

defeate 
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. e te t hy fauour with an vfurp’d beard ; I fay, put money in thy 
( It cannot be, that Dejdemona Ihould long continue her loue 
PUr the Moore, — put money in thy purfe,-- nor he to her; it was 
V violent commencement , and thou (bait fee an anfwerable feque- 
flration :put but money in thy purfe.— Thefe Moores are change- 
hie in their wills : — fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now, is as lulhious as Locufts,fhail be to him (hortly as acerbe 
as the Coiloquintida. When fhee is fated with his body , fhee will 
findethe error of her choyce ; fhee muft haue change, fhee muft. 
Therefore put money in thy purfe : if thou wilt needes 'damme 
thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning; make all 
the money thou canft. Iffamftimony, and a fraile vow, betwixt an 
erring Barbarian, and a fuper fubtle Venetian, be not too hard for my 
wits.and all the tribe of hell, thou (halt enioy her ; therefore make 
money, — a pox a drowning, tis cleane out of the way : feeke thou 
rather to behang’d in comparing thy ioy,thento bee drowned, and 
aoe without her . 

° Rod. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes ? 

lag. Thou art fure of me — goe, make money — I haue told 
thee often, and I tell thee againe, and againe, I hate the Moore , my 
caufe is hatted, thine has no leffe reafon, let vs be communicatiue in 
ourteuenge againft him : If thou canft cuckold him, thou doeft thy 
felfe a pleafure,and me a fport. There are many euents in the womb 
ofTitne,which will be deliuered. T rauerce,go, prouide thy money, 
we will haue more of this tomorrow, Adiue. 

Rod. Where fhall we meete i’th morning. 
lag. At my lodging. 

Rod. Tie be with thee betimes. 

lag. Go to, farewell : doeyou hear eRodirigo} 

Rod. what fay you? 

lag. No more of drowning.doeyouheare ? 

Rod. I am chang’d. Exit Roderigo. 

lag. Goe to,farewell,put money enough inyour purfe; 

Thus doe I euer make my foole my purfe : 

For I mine owne gain’d knowledge fhould prophane, 

If I would time expend withfuch a fnipe, 

Butfor my fport and profit : I hate the Moore, 

D 2 And 
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And it is thought abroad 3 that t wixt my fheetes 
Ha's done my office; I know not, if*t be true — 

Yet I 3 formeere fufpition in that kind, 

Will doe 3 as if for furety : he holds me well, 

The better fhali my purpofe worke on him. 

Cafsio s a proper martlet me fee now 3 
To get this place, and to make vp my will, 

A double knauery — how, how,-— let me fee. 

After fome time, to abufe Othelloes eare. 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He has a perfon and a fmooth difpofe, 

To be fufpe<fted>fram*d to make women falfe i 
The Moore a free and opennature too, 

That thinkes men honeffithat but feemes to be fo : 

And will as tenderly be led bit’h nofe — - as Afles are : 

I ha*t,it is ingender’d : Hell and night 

Muft bring this monftrous birth to the worlds light. 

Exit . 

Qjfftus z. 

Serna i. 

Erttery[ovam\o 3 Gouernor of Cypres,! vith 
two other Gent lemen. 

Montanio. 

^/ r ^y/ r Hat from the Cape can you difeerne at Sea i 

i Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought flood, 
I cannot twixt the hauen and the maybe 
Defcry afaile. 

Mon. Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 

A fuller blaft ne’refhooke our Battlements: 

If it ha ruffiand fo vpon the fea. 

What ribbes of Oake, when the huge mountaine mes It, - 
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ran hold the monies, — What (hall we hcare of this ? 

2 Gent. A fegregation of the TurJtifl F leete : 

For doe but Band vpon the banning fliore, 

The chiding billow feemes to pelt the cloudes, 

The winde (bak’d furge, withhigh andmonftrous mayne, 

Seemes to caff water,on the burnin gBeare, 

And quench the guards of th’euer fired pole, 
jneuer did, like moleftationview, 

On the inchafed flood. 

Mon. Ifthatthe 7 #r£//&Fleete 
Be not in(helter’d,and embayed,they are drown’d, 

It is impoffible they beare it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. NewesLord$,your warres are done; 

Thedefperate Temped hath fo bang’d the Turke, 

That their defignement halts : Another fhippe of V enice hath feene 
A greeuous wracke and fufferance 
On mod part of t he Fleete. 

Mon. How, is this true? 

3 Gent. The fhippe is heere put in: 

AVerondfa, Michael Cajpo, 

Leiutenant to the warlike Moore Othello , 

Iscome afhore :the Moore himfelfe at Sea, 

And is in full Commifflon here for Cypres, 

Men. I am glad on’t,tis a worthy Gouernour. 

3 Gent. But this fame Cafsio, tho he fpeake of comfort. 

Touching the Turkifb lofle,yet helookes fadly, 

And prayes the Moore be fafe,for they were parted, 

VV ith foule and violent T empeft. 

Mon. PrayHeauenhebe; 

For I haue feru’d him, and the man commands 
Like a full Souldier: 

Lets to the feafide,ho, 

As well to fee the veffell that’s come in, 

D 3 As 
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As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello. 

ff 3 Gent. Come, lets doe fo, >? - s ? 

Foreuery minute is expectancy 

Ofmore arriuance. Enter Caffio. 

Caf. Thankes to the valiant of this worthy Ifle, 

Thatfo approue the Moore, and let theheauens 
Giue him defence againft their Elements, 

For 1 haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 

Mon. Is he well ftiipt ? 

Caf. His Barke is ftoutly timberd,and his Pilate 
Of very expert and approu’d allowance. 

Therefore my hope’s not furfeited to death, 

Stand in bold cure. Enter a Meffenger. 

Meff. A faile, a faile,a faile. 

Caf. What noyfe? 

Meff. The Towne is empty, on the brow o’th fea, 
otand ranckes of people, and they cry a fayle. 

Caf. My hopes doe fhape him for the guernement. 

2 Gen. They doe difchargethelhot ofcourtefie, 

Our friend at leaft. Afhot. 

Caf. I pray you fir goe forth, 

And giue vs truth, who tis that is arriu’d. 

2 Gent. I fhall. Exit. 

Mon. But good Leiutenant, is your Generali wiu’d ? 
Caf Moft fortunately, he hath atchieu’d a maide, 

That parragons defcription,and wild fame : 

One that excells the blafoning pens, 

And in the effentiall vefture of creation, 

D oes beare all excellency : — now, who has put in ? 
Enter 2. Gentleman. 

2 Gent. Tis one Iago , ancient to the Generali, 

He has had moft fauourable and happy fpeede, 

T empefts themfelues,by feas,and houling windes, 

The guttered rocks, and congregated fands, 

Traitors enfcerped;to clog the guiltleffeKeele, 

As hauing fence of beauty, do omit 
Their common natures, let ting goe fafely by 
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The diuine Defdemona. 

Mon . What is fiie ? . . 

Car. She that I fpoke of, our great Captains Captaine, 
Left in the conduit of the bold Iago. 

Whofe footing here anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights fpeede — great Ioue Othello guard, 

And fwell his faile with thine owne powerfull breath, 
That he may bleffe this Bay with his tall fhippe, 

And fwiftly come to Defdemona's armes. 

£«ttrDefdemona,Iago,Emillia,WRoderigo. 

Giuerenewd fire, 

ToourextinCied fpirits. 

And bring all Cypreffe comfort, — O behold 
The riches of the fhip is come afhore. 

Ye men of C/pm, let her haueyour knees : 

Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of heauen. 

Before, behinde thee, and on euery hand, 

Enwheele thee round. 

Defd. I thankeyou valiant Cajfto : 

Whattidings can you tell me of my Lord ? 

Caf. He is not yet arriued, nor know I ought. 

But that hee’s well, and will be fhortly here. 

Defd. O but I feare : — how loft you company ? 

[within.] A faile ,a faile. 

Caf. The great contention of the fea and skies 
Parted our fellowfhip : but harke,A faile. 

2 Gent. They giue their greeting to the Cittadell, 

This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. So fpeakesthis voyce .• 

Good Ancient, you are welcome, welcome Miftreffe, 

Let it not gall y our pat ienee,good Iago , 

That I extend my manners, tis my breeding, 

That giues me this bold fhew of courtefie. 

lag. For would fhe giue you fo much of her Ups, 

As of hertongue,fhe has beftowed on me. 

You d haue enough. 
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Def Alaslftieehasnofpeecha 
lag. I know too much ; 

I finde it, I; for when I ha lift to fleepe, 
Mary,beforeyourLadiftiip I grant, 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart, 

And chides with thinking. 

Em. You ha little caufe to fay fo. 
lag. Come on, Come on, you arePiflures out adores: 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kitchins: 

Saints in your iniuries : Diuells being offended : 

Players in your houfwifery ; and houfwiues in your beds. 
O fie vpon thee flanderer. 
lag. Nay , it is true, or elfe I am a Turk * , 

You rife to play,and goetobedtoworke. 

Em. You (hall not write my praife. 
lag. No,letmenot. 

Defd. What wouldft thou write of me. 

If thou fhouldft praife me ? 

lag. O gentle Lady , doe not put me to’t, 

For I am nothing, if not Criticall. 

Defd. Comeon,affay -- there’s one gone to the Harbor? 
Jag. I Madam. 

Defd. Iam not merry, but I doe beguile 
The thing I am, by feeming otherwife : 
Come,howwouldft thou praife me? 

lag. I am about it, but indeed my inuention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from freeze, 

It plucks out braine and all : but my Mufe labors, 

And thus (heis deliuer’d : 

If (he be faire and wife,faireneffe and wit*, 

The one’s tor vfe, the other vfmg it. 

Defd. Wellpraifde: howiffhebe blackeand witty ? 
lag, If fhe be blacke,and thereto haue a wit, 

Sheele finde a white, that fhall her blackneffehit. 

Defd. Worfeand worfe. 

Em. How if faire and foolifh ? 

lag. She neuer yet wasfoolifh, that was faire. 
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Porcucnherfollyhelpt.her, toahaire. 

V DiC Thefe arc old paradoxes,™ make fooles laugh i’the Alchoufe, 
What referable praife haft thou for her. 

That’s fbule'and foolifh ? 

1 Uf. There’s none fo fouIe,and foolifh thereunto. 

Blit (iocs foule prankes, which faire and wife ones doe. 

Dtfd. O heauy ignorance,that praifes the worft beft : but what 
praife could ft thou beftow on a deferuing woman indeed ? one, 
that in the authority of her reerrits , did iuftly put on the vouch of 
T£ rv malice it fclfe? 

Ug. She that was!euerfairc,and neuer proud. 

Had tongue at will,ahd yet was neuer lewd,, 

Neuer lackc go!d,nnd yet went neuer gay. 

Fled from her wifh,and yet faid,now I may : 

She that being angred,her rcuenge being nigh, 

Bad her wrong ftay,and her difpl-cafurc flye ; 

She that in wifedome, neuer was fo fraile , 

To change the Codfhead for the Salmons taile. 

She that cculd thinkc,,ind ne’re difclofe her minde.* 

She was awight.ifeuer fuch wight were* 

Def, To doe what? 

Jug. To fuckle fooles, and chronicle fhiall Bcerc* 

Def O moft lime and impotent conclufion : 

Doe not lea me of him tho he be thy husband ; 

How fay you Cnjfiofxs he not a moft prophanc and libcratl 
Counfellour ? 

Caf. He fpeakes home Madam, you may telliihhkm 
More in the Souldicr then in the Scholler, 

Jag, He takes her by the palme; I well fed, wbifper t as little a 
webbeas this will enfnare as great a Flee as Cajfio. I fmile vpon 
her, doe: I will catch you in your owne courtefies: you fay true, 
tis io indeed. It fuch triekes as thelVftrip you out of your Leiute- 
nantry^it had becnc Better you had not rift your three fingers fo ofc, 
w ich now agjine,you arc moft apt to play the fir in : good , well 
i >aii .excellent courtefic ; tisfo indeed: yet againe, your fineersat 
your lips ? Would they were Clifterpipes for your fake. — The 
Moore,! know his Trumpet* Trumpets -trisim, 
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%6 TToe Tragedy o/Othello 

Enter Othello, and Attendants • 

Caf. Tistruelyfo. 

Def. Lets mcete him,and reeeiue him. 

Caf. Loe, where he comes. 

Oth. O my faire W arriour. 

Def. My deare Othello. 

Oth . It giues me wonder great as my content. 

To fee you here before me .- O my foules ioy. 

If after cuery temped, come fuch caimcneffe. 

May the winds blow,till they haue wakened death. 

And let the labouring Barke clime hills offeas, 

Olympus highland duck againe as loyv> 

As hell’s from Hcauen : If it were now to dye, 

T’were now to be mod happy, for I fearc 
My foulc hath her content fo abfolute. 

That not another comfort,like to this 
Succeeds in vnknowne Fate, 3 

Def. The Hcauens forbid. 

But that our loues and comforts (hould increafe,, 

Euen as our dayes doe gvowe. 

Oth, Amen to thatfweete power, 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content. 

It flops me hcerc,it is too much of ioy : 

And this, and this,thc greatefldifeord be,. they kife. 

That ere our hearts (hall make. 

lag. 0,you are well tun’d now', 

But Tie fee downe the pegs, that make this mufiqlr, 
Ashoncftaslam. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Caflle : 

Newes friends,our warres are done,the Tttrks aredroWnds 
How doe our old acquaintance of the Ifle ; 

Honny,you (hall be Well defir’d in Cypres; 

I haue found great loue amongft them : O my fwcetc, . 

I prattle out of fa(hion,and I dote, 

la mine one comforts : I preethee good Iago t 

Goe to the Bay, and difimbarke my Coffers ; 

Bring thou the Mafot.to the Citcadell ; 







<The Moon of Venice, 

a good one, and his worthinefle, 
n' challenge much refpeft : come Defdemona, 

Once more well met at Cypres. Exit. 

J«{. Doe thou meete me prefcntly at the Habour: conic hither. 
If -hoii bceft valiant,as they fay, bafe men being in loue, haue then 
1 Nobility in -their natures, more then is natine to them — lift me, 
the Lcnitenant to night watches on the Court of Guard.- firft I will 
lell thee, this Dcfdemona is direftly in loue with him. 

Red With him ? why tis not poflible. 

jJ L a y tby finger thus, and let thy foule be inftrufted : markc 
me with what violence flic firft loud the Moore,but for bragging, 
andtelling her fantafticall lies; and willfheloue him (Till forpra- 
,ine? let not the difcreet hcait thinke fo. Her eye muft be fed, and 
what delight (hall flic haue to look on the Diuell ? When the blood 
is made dull with the aft offport,therc {hould be againe to inflame 
it, and °iue faciety a frefli appetite. Loue lines in fauour, fympathy 
in yearcs,manners and beauties;all which the Moore is defeftiue in.- 
now for want of thefe requir’d conueniences , her delicate tender- 
neflewillfinde it felfe abus’d,beginne to heaue the gorge, difrcllifk 
andabhorrethe Moorc,very nature will inftrtift her to it, and com- 
pel! her to fome fccond choyce .- now fir, this granted,as it is a moft 
pregnant and vnforced pofition, who ftands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsio does ? a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confcionable.thcn in putting on the meereforme of ciuill and hand- 
feeming, for the better compafling of bis fait and hidden affecti- 
ons: A fubtleflippery knaue, a finder out ofoccafions; that has an 
eye, can ftatnpe and counterfeit the true aduaiitagcs neuer prefcnc 
thetnfoiues.BefideSjthc knaue is handfome,yong, and hath all thole 
requifices in him that folly and green mindes look after; a peftiknt 
Complete knaue, and the woman has found him already. < 

Red, I cannot beleeue that inher, (lice’s full of n>oft bleft con- 
dition. 

hg. Bieft figs end .- the wine (bee drinkes is made of grapes : if 
fit had bcenc bleft, flie would neuer haue lou’d the Moore. Didft 
thou not fee her paddle with thepalme of his hand ? 

Rod. Yes, but that was but courtefie. 

Lechery, by this hand : an Index and prologue tothehi- 

E z iftory. 
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(lory ofluft and foulc thought* .* they met fo neere with their ljp S( 
that their breathes embrac’d together. When thefe mutualities' 
fo marfhallthe way,hand at hand,come$ themaine cxercife,thc in- 
corporate conchifion. But fir,be you rul’d by mee, I baue brought 
you from Venice x watch you tonight, for your command Tielay’t 
vpon yoUyCaftio knowe ; s you not,Tlc not befarre from you, do you 
finde l'onae occafion to anger Cafsio > cither by fpaaking too loud, or 
tainting his difcipline,or from what other caufeyoupleafe ; which 
the time (lull more fauourably miniftcr. 

Rod. Well. 

lug. Sir he israfla, andveryfuddainin cholcr,and haply with his 
Trunchen may flrikeat you; prouoke him that he may,for eucnout 
of thatywill I caufe thefe of Cypres to mutiny , whole qualification 
fhall come into no true trull again‘t,but by the difplanting of Cafsin 
So fhall you hau; a fhorcer iourney to your defires by the meanes I 
fhal th en haue to prefer them,& the impediment, moll profitably re- 
mou'd, without which there were no expectation ofour profperity. 
Rod. I will doe this, if I can bring ic ta any opportunity. 
lug. 1 warrant thec,meete me by and by at the Cictadell;! mud 
fetch his ncccflaries afhorc.-— Farewell. 

Rod , Adue. Exit, 

lag. That Cafsio loues her,! doe well belceue it ; 

That (lie loues him,tis apt and of great credit; 

The Moore howbe’r,that I induce him not, 

Is of a conflant,noblc,louing nature; 

And I dare thmkc,bee'le prone to Defdcmona, 

A moll deerc husband : now I doe louc her too, 

Not out of abfolute hlft,tho peraduenture. 

I Hand accountant for as great a fin. 

But partly lead to diet my reueoge. 

For that 1 doe fufpedl the luHfuli Moore, 

Hath leap’d into my featc,the thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonous minerall gnaw my inwards. 

And nothing can, nor (hall content my foulc, 

Till I am euen with him,wife,for wife : 

Or failing fo,yet that I put the Moore, 

At IeaH,into a Iealoufie fo flrong, 















Exit. 
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That Iudgement cannot cure; which thing to doc, 

E2, poore trafhof whom I cruft, 

Fo hJquickc hunting, ftand the putting on, 

L haue our Michael Cafsio on the hip, 
ibufchimio the Moorc,in the ranke garbe, 

Lr I feare Cafsio, with my nightcap to) 

Make the Moore thanke mc.loue mc,and reward me. 

For making him egregioufly an Affe, 

And praaifing vpon his peace and quiet, > 

Euen to madnefle : tis here, but yet confus d, 

Knaueries plaine face is neuer fcene,till vs’d. 

Enter a Gentleman reading a Proclamation. 

It is Othello's pleafure;our noble and valiant Generall,that vpon 
certainc tidings now arriutd, importing the meerc perdition of the 
Tttrkifr Fleetc; that euery man put himfelfe into triumph: Some to 
dance, fome malcebonefires; each man to what fport and Re- 
uelshisminde leadeshim; forbefidcs thefe bencficiall newer , it 
is the celebration of his Nuptiails .• So much was his plcafure 
Ihould bee proclaimed. AllOffices are open, and there is full 

liberty, from thisprefent hourc of faue, till the bell hath told 
elcuen. Heaucnbleffe the Iflc ofCjpw,and our noble Generali 
Othello. 

Enter OthellOjCaffiOjW Defdemona. 

Oth. Good Michael \ looke you to the guard to night. 

Lets teach our fclucs the honourable Hoppe, 

'Not to out fport difcreiion. 

Caf. Iago hath dirc&ed what to doc : 

Butnotwithftandiag with my perfonall eye 
Will llooke to it. 

Oth, I ago is mofl honeH, 

Michael good night, to morrow with your earlicft. 

Let me haue fpeech with you,come my deare louc, 

Thepurchafe made, the fruits arc to eufue, 
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The profits yet to come twixt me and you. 

Good night. Exit Othello and Defdem ftB , 

Enter Iago. J * 

Caf , Welcome Iago, we muft to the watch. 
lag. Not this hourc Leiutenant,tis not yet ten adock : ourGe 
nerall cart vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemena . who let v" 
not therefore blame, hec hath not yet made wanton the nfaht with 
her ; and (he is fport for loue. ° 

Caf. She is a mod exquifice Lady. 
lag. And I’lewarrantherfullof game. 

Caf. Indeedefhe is a mott freflj and delicate creature. : 

lag. What an eye (he has ? 

Methinkes it founds a parly of prouocation. 

Caf. An inuiting eye, and yet me thinkes right moddeft. 
lag. Andwhenfhcfpeakesjtisanalarmetoloue. 

Caf, Itisindcedeperfe&ion. 

lag. Wcll,happine(Tc to their (hectes — come Lciutcnant I 
kaue a (tope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cypres Gal- 
lants, that would fainehaue a mcafurc to the health of the blaokp 
Othello. 

Caf. Not to night, good Iago; I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braJnes r or drinking: I could well wifh courcefie wouidjnuent fome 
other cuftome ofentcitainement. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup : He drink for you. 
Caf. I ha drunkc but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innouation it makes here : I am vnfor- 
tunace in the infirmity, and dare nottaske my weakencfTe with 
any more. 

/ ag. What man, tis a night of Reuells,the Gallants defire it. 

Caf. Where are they ? 

lag. Here ac the dore,I pray you call them in. 

Caf, I’le do't,but it difiikes me. Exit, 

lag. If I caii faften but one cup vpon him, 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hee'ii be as full of quarrell and offence. 

As ray young miflris dog .* --- Now my ficke foole Roderigo, 

W bom loue has turn’d almoft the wrong fide outward. 

To 
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to Defdemena to night carouft 
Stations pottle deepe and hec s to watch 
Thiec lads of Cypres, noble fwellmgfpirits. 

That hold their honour, in a wary diltance. 

The very Elements of this warlike Iflc, 

Hauc I to night fluftred with flowing cups, 

" ncS the watch too : now mongft this flockc of drunkards, 

T am to put our Cafsioin fome a&ion. 

That may offend the Iflc; Enter Montanio,Camo, 

But here they come: and others. 

Ifconfequcncc doe but approoue my dreame, 

j^y boate failes frcely,both with winde and (Ireame. 

Caf. Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon. Good faith a little one, not paft a pint. 

As I am a fouldier. lag. Some wine ho : 

yin A let me the Cannikin cltnke,dmke , 
jind let me the Cannikin clinkeflinke : 
ji Souldi/r s a man , a life's hut a fpan. 

Why then let a fouldier drinke. — Some wine boyes, 

Caf. ForejGodaucxcellentlbng. 

lag. I learn'd it in England , where indeed they are moft potent 
in potting : your Dane,your: Germaine,md your fvvag-bellied Hol- 
lander, drinke ho,arc nothing to your Enghfh. 

Caf. Is your Englifh man fb expert in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facility, your Dane dead drunke: 
hefweats not to ouerthrow your Alntaine j he giuts your Hollander 
a vomit, ere the next pottle can be fild » 

€af. To the health ©four Generali. 

Mon, I am for it Lciutcnant,and I will doe you iufticc. 
lag . O fweete England,,'— King Stephen was a worthy peere. 
His breeches coft him but a crowne. 

He held 'em fxptnce all too deere, 

With that he cald the Taylor lowne, 

He was a wight of high renowne , 

And thou art but of low degree, 

1 Tis pride that puls the Countrey downe t 

Then take thine owd dike about thee. — Some wine Ho. 
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Caf. Fore God this is a moreexquifite fong then the ether 

Jag. Will you hear ’t agen? 

Caf. No, for I hold him vnworchy of his place , that doestW 
things : well, God’s aboue all , and there bee foulcs that nnift h ' 
faued. Dtc 

Jag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine own parr.no offence to the Gcnerall.nor anv m,» 
of quality, 1 hope to be faued. 

Jag. And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf. I,but by your leatie, not before me; the Leiutenant is to he 
faued before the Ancient. Let’s ha no more of this, let*s to ouraf, 
faircs : Gcd fergiue vs our fins .• Gentlemen, let s looke to our buii. 
neffc; Doe not thinke Gentlemen 1 am drunke, this is my Ancient" 
this is riiy right hand, and this is my left hand : I am not drunke nov* 
I can ftand wcllenough.and fpeakc well enough# 

■AU. Excellent well. 

Caf . V ery well then :you muff not thinke, that I am drunke. Ex, 

Men. To theplotforme maifters. Come, lets fet the watch. 

Jag. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a S 'Soldier fit to ftand by Caf at. 

And giuedirciVion: and doe but fee his vice, 

Tis to his vertuc.a iuff equinox, 

The one as long as th’othcr : tis pitty of him, 

I feare die truft Othello put him in. 

On fome oddc time of his infirmity, 

Willfhake this Ifland. 

Mon. But is he often thus. 

lag. Tis euermore the Prologue to his ffeepe t 
Hce’le watch the horolodge a double fer, 

If drinke rocke not his cradle. 

Men. T were well the Generali were put in mindc ofis. 

Perhaps he fees it nor,or his good nature, ' 

Praifes the vertues that appeases in Caftio, 

And Iookc not on his eui .ls: is not this true ? 

Jag. How now Roderigo, Roderigo. 

1 pray you after the Leiutenant, goe. Exit Rod, 

Mon. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 

fibould 
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• . u hazard fuch a placets his ovvne fecond, 

With one of an ingraft infirmity : 
i were anhoneft a a ion to fay fo to the Moore. 

^ Ur Nor I, for this faire Ifland : 

. eloue Ca jf tt well,and would doe much, Hilpe } helpe y within * 

po cute him of this cuill : but harke, what noyfe. 

Enter Ctxfao, drifting in Roderigo. 

Caf. Zouns.you iogue,you rafcalL 
Mon. what’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A knaue, teach mcc my duty : but I’lc beatc theknaue into 

a wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beatc me ? 

Caf. Docff thou prate rogue? 

yj j 0 „. Good Leiutenant; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir,or ile knocke you ore the mazzard, 

Mon. Come, come, you arc drunke. 

Caf. Drunke? theyfght. 

lag. Away I.fay,goc out and cry a muteny. A hell rungt 

Nay good Leiutenant : godfwill Gentlemen, 

Helpc ho, Leiutenant : Sir Montanio, fir, 

Helpe maifters ,here’s a goodly watch indeed. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho. 

The Towne will rife, godlvvill Leiutenant,hold, 

YouwiUbeftiam’d foccuer. 

Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with we apart t. 

Oth, What is the matter here? 

Mon. Zauns, I bleed ftill,I atn hurt,to the death: 

Oth. Hold,foryour liues. 

lag Hold, hold Leiutenant, fir Montanio, Gentlemen, 

Haue youjforgot all place of fence, and duty : 

Hold, the Generali fpeakes to you; hold,hold, for fhame. 

Oth. Why how now bo, from whence arifes this ? 

Are we turn’d 7jw£er,and to our felues doe that. 

Which Hcauen has forbid the Ottamitts : 
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For Chriftian fhame,put by this barbarous brawle ; 

He that ftirrcs next, to came forth his owne rage, 

Holds his foule light, he dies vpon his motion ; 

Silence that dread full bell,ic frights the Ifle 
From her propriety : what’s the matter mafters ? 

Honcft Oago , that lookes dead with grieuing, 
Speake,who began this,on thyloue I charge thee. 

lug, I doe not kuow/riends all but now,cuen now. 
In quarter,andin tcrmes,like bride and groome, 
Deuefting them to bed,and then but now. 

As if fome plannet had vnwitted men. 

Swords out,and tilting one at others bread. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any beginuinr to tliis peeuifh odds; 

And would in a£f:on glorious,I had loft 
Thcfelegges, that brought me to a part of it. 

Oth. How came it Michael , you were thus forgot ? 

Caf. I pray you pardon me,I cannot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy Mont anh, you were wont be citiill, 
Tnc grauity and ftilnefle of yourjyouth. 

The world hath notcd,and your name is great. 

In men of wifeft cenfurc : what’s the matter 
That you vnlace your reputation thus. 

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night brawler? giuc me anfwer to’c ? 

Mon. Worthy Othello,\ am hurt to danger, 

Your Officer Iago can informs you, 

WhilcI fparc fpeech.whichfomechingnow offends me. 
Of all that I doe know, nor know I ought 
By mejthat’s fed or done amide this night, 

V nlefle fclfc-charity be ibmetime a vice. 

And codefend ourfelues it be a finne. 

When violence affaylcs vs. 

Oth. Now by hcauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule. 

And paffion hailing my beft judgement cocid, 

Aft'ayes to leadc the way. Zouns, if I ftirre. 
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Or doe but lift this armc.thfe beft of you 
Shall finke in my rebuke : giue me to know 
How this foule rout began, who fet it on. 

And hetlm is approou’d in this offence, 

Tho he had twin’d with me,both at a birth. 

Shall loofe me -,what,in aTowoe ofwarre. 

Yet wild, the peoples hearts brim full of feare. 

To mannage priuate and domefticke quarrels, 

In night, and on the Court and guard of fafety ? 
Tismonftrous. Ago, who began ? 

Mo». If partiality affin’d,or league in office. 
Thou doeft deltuer.more or lefle then truth. 

Thou art no fouldkr. 

lag. Touch me not fo neere, 

I had rather ha this tongue out from my mouth. 

Then it fbould doe offence to Michael Caffto : 

Yet I perfwade my felte to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is Generali : 
Montanit and my felfc being in fpeecb. 

There comes a fellow, crying out for helpe. 

And Gafsio following him with determin’d fword , 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps in to Cafsio t and intreates his paufe ; 

My felt the crying fellow did purfue, 
left by his clamour,as it fo fell out,. 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fwi ft of foote. 
Out ran my puipofc : and I returnd the rather. 

For that I heard the clinke and fall of fwords : 

And Cafiio high in oaths, which till tonight, 
l.ne’re might fee before : when I came lsacke. 

For this was briefe,! found them clofc together. 

At blow andthruft,euen as agen they were. 

When you your felfc did part them. 

Mote ofthis matter can 1 not report. 

But men are men, the beft fometirocs forget ; 

Tho Cafsio did fome little wrong to him. 

As men in ra ge ftrike thofe that wifti them beft, 
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Yet furely CafsioJ. bcleeue rccciu’d 
From him that fled, feme ftrange indignity. 

Which patience could not paffe. 

Otb. I know Iago, 

Thy honefty and louedoth mince this matter. 

Making it light So Cafsio; Cafsio,! lone thee, 

But ncuer more be Officer of mine, 

Looke if my Gentle loue be not raifdc vp : 

Tie make thee an example. 

Defd. What is the matter? 

Oth. All’s well now fweeting .* 

Come away to bed : fir, for your hurts. 

My felfe will be your furgeon; leade him off ; 

/»jg#,looke with care about the T ownc. 

And filcnce thofc,whom this vile brawlc diflra<fted. 

Conac Defdemona : tis the Souldiers life. 

To haue their balmy fltimbers wak’d with ftrife, 

lag. What arc you hurt Leiutenant? 

Exit A/we,Defdemona,<*M(i attendants. 

Caf. l,p?.ft all furgery. 

lag. Mary God forbid. 

Caf. Reputation, reputation, I ha loft my reputation : 

1 ha loft the immortall part fir of my felfe. 

And what rcmaincs is bcaftiall,my reputation, 

I ago, my reputation. 

lag. As I am an honed man , I thought you had receiu’d fome 
bodily wound, there is more offence in that, then in Reputation : re- 
putation is an idle and moft falfe impofition, oft got without merit, 
and loft without deferuing. You haue loft no reputation at all, vn- 
lefie you repute your felfe fucli a lofer ; what man , there are wayes 
to recouer the Generali agen : you are but now caff in hismoode,a 
punifhmcnt more in poilicy, then in malice, euen fo, as one would 
beate his otrenceleffe dog , to affright an imperious Lyon .* fuew 
him a°aine,and hecs yours. 

Caf. I will rather fue to be defpis’d, then to decciue fo good a 
Commander, with fo light, fo drunken, and indifereete an Officer: 
O thou imiinbic fpirit of wine, if thou haft no name to bee knownc 
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1 , vs call thee Dwell. 

W* what was he, that you followed with your Word ? 
y/hat had he done to you? 

Caf. I know nor. 

A, LI ^ 

CY I remember a made of things, but nothing diftin&ly; a 
e j[ but nothing wherefore. O God, that men fliould put an 

erov'in there mouthes, to ftealeaway there braines; that wee 
(hould with icy, Reucll, plcafurc, and applaufc, transforme our 

fCl / C ^ m Why 5 but you are now well enough : how came you thus 

iCC °Caf It hath pleafdethcDiucll drunkennefle , to giue place to 
t be Diuell wrath; one vnpeife&neffc.flicwe* me another, to make 
nic frankcly defpife my felfe. 

Jae. Come,youare too icuere a morraler; as the time,the place, 
the condition of this Countrey ftands , I could heartily wifli , this 
had not fo befalnejbut fincc it is as it is,menfit,for your own good. 

Caf. 1 will aske him for tny place againe, bee (ball tell me 1 am a 
drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hydra f uch an anfwer would 
flop cm all: to be now a fenfiblcman,by and by afoole, andpre- 
fently a bcaft. Euery vnerdinate cup is vnblcft,and the ingredicnce 
is a diuell. 

lag. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs’d ; exdaime no more againfl it ; and good Leiutenant , I 
thinke you thinkc Iloue you. 

Caf. Ihauewellapproou’ditfir, — Idrunke? 

lag. You, or any man liuing may bee drunke at fome time : Tie 
tcllyou what you fhaildo, — our Generals wife is now the Gene- 
rally may fay fo in this rtfpe£h,for that he has deuoted and giuen vp 
himfdfe to the contemplation,markc and denotement of her parts 
and graces. Confcffe your felfe freely to her, importune her, fhee’U 
helpc to put you in you? placc’againc: flic is fo free, fo kind, fo apr, 
fo blefled a difpofition, that fhee holds it a vice in her goodneffe, 
not to doe more then fhee is rcqusfted. This braule betweene 
you and her husband, intreate her to fplinter, and my fortune* 
egaiaft any lay, worth naming, this cracke of your loue 
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(lull grow ftronger then twas before, 

Caf. You aclinic me well. 

lag. I proteft in the finccrity of loue and honeft kindntffe. 

Caf. I thinke it freely, and betimes in the morning , will I {, 
feech the vcrtuous Defdcmomt, to vndcrtake for me ; lam deipcrate 
of my fortU5jes,if they cbecke me here, 
lag. You are in the right : 

Good night Leiutenant,! muft to the watch, 

Caf, Goodnight honeft Iago. g 

lag. And yvhat's he then, that fayes I play the villainc. 

When this aduicc is free I giue,and honeft, 

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 

To win the Moore agen? Fortismoftcafic 
The inclining Defat man a to fiibdue. 

In any honeft fuite , {lac’s fram’d as Fruitfully 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer’t to renounce his baptifme, 

Allfealesand fymt^sof redeemed fin. 

His foule is fe infetter’d to her loue. 

That Ibe may make,vnmake,doe what.flie lift, 

Euen as her appetite (ball play the god 

With his weakefuntSHon: how am I then a villaine ? 

To counfcll Capio to this parrallell courlc. 

Diretftly to his good .• diuinity of hell. 

When dwells will their blackeft fins put on. 

They doe fuggefl at firft with hcauenly fticwes. 

As I doc now : for while this honeft foole 

Plyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, > ; , ! 

And £he for him,pleadts ftrongly to the Moore t 

Tie poure this peftilenccinto his care. 

That flae repeales him for her bodyes luft; 

And by how much foe ftriucs to doe him good,. 

She (ball vndoe her credit with the Moore, 

So will I turne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her owne goodnelTe make the net 

That iball eninefh cm all ; £#ttrRodeng<v 

Hqw now Recltr i?o} 

M 
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, . l \ do follow here in thcchafe,not like a hound that hunts, but 
1 fhM files vp the cry:my money is almoft fpent,l ha bin to night 
0t *ccdinfdy well cud geld: I thinke the iflue will be, I {ball bauc fo 
<X .di experience for.my paines, as that comes to , and no money at 
"ll and with that wit rcturne to V met. 

* ’lag. How poore are they, that ha not pafcnce ? 

What wound did euer heale,but by degrees ? 

Xhouknowcftwve worke by wit,and not by wichcraft. 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Do’ft not n oc wc ^ ? Cafsio has beaten thee, 

And thou, by that fmall hurt, haft caflicird Cafsio, 

Tho other things grow faire againft the fun. 

But fruites that blofome firft,will firft be ripe. 

Content thy fclfe awhile ; bi’the matte tis morning; 

Pleafure,and a<ftion,makc the houres feeme ftiort : 

Retire thce.goe where thou artbillted. 

Away 1 fay, thou (bait know more hereafter : { . 

Nay get thee gon. Some things are to be done, 

)dy wife muft moue for Capio to her miflris. 

Tie let heron. 

Jdyfelfc awhile, to draw the Moore apart, 

And bring him 3umpe,when he may Cafsio findc. 

Soliciting his wife : I, that s the way. 

Dull not deuile by coldneffe and delay. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Caffio jeeith Mnfttians and the Clowne , 

Caf. Afters, play here, I will content your paines, 

Something that’s bricfe,and bid good morrow Generali. 
Clo. Why maftersjha your inftrumencs bin at Naples, that they 
ipeake i’the nofe thus ? 

Boy. How fir, how ? . 

C/t, Arcthefelpray,caldwindlnftruments ? 

Boy. 1 marry are they fir; 

Clo. 0,therebyhangsatayle. 

Bey. Whereby hangs a tayle fir ? 

Clo* Marry fir , by many a yv i«de leftrument that I know ; But 
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matters heete’s money tor you, and the Generali Co likes your mil> 
fique , that hec defires you of all lours j to make ao more noyf e 
with it. 

Boy, W el 1 fir, we will nor. 

Clo. If you hauc any mufique that may not bee heard, t0 > t 
againe, but as they l'aay, to heare mufique , the Generali dots not 
greatly care. 

Boy, Wc ha none fuch fir. 

Clo. Then put your pipes in your bag, for I’lc away j goe, vsu 
nidi away. 

Caf. Doett thou heare my honeft friend ? 

Clo. NoJ heare not your honett friend, I heare you. 

Caf. Prcethee keeps vp thy quillets, there’s a poore peeceof 
gold for thee: ifthc Gentlewoman that attends the CencraUwife 
be ftirring,tcll her there's one C<f/f«,entrcates her alittle fanout of 
fpeech —-wilt thou doe this ? 

Clo. She is ttirring fir, if flic will ttirre hither,! fball feeme to no. 
tifievntoher. Etsierlzgo. 

Caf. Doe good my friend : In happy tim dago, 

lag . You ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf. Why no, the day had broke before vre parted : 

I ha made bold Iago, to fend in to your wife,— my iuite toher. 

Is, that flie will to vertuous Vefiemona, 

Procure me fomc acccffe. 

fag. Tie fend her to you prefcntly. 

And 11c deuife aiiicane oo draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your ccnuerfc and bufintfle. 

May be more free. Exit. 

Caf. I humbly thankc you for k : I neuer knew 
A Florentine more kindc and honeft; 

Enter Emilia. 

Em. Good morrow good* Leiutcnant, I am forty 
Foryourdifpleafure,buta!lwillfoonebe well. 

The Generali and his wife arc talking of it. 

And flie fpeakes for you ttoutly : the Moore replies,. 

That heyou hurt is of great fame inC jfrej-, 

Aad grcataffinity,.and that inyvhokfomc vvhedctne, ^ 
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-: 0 htnotbut refufe you: but he protefts he loues you, 
d needcs no other fuitor but his likings, 
to take the fafeft occafion by the front, 

T o bnngyou inline. 

Caf Yes I beleech you, 
if you thinke fit,or that it may be done, 

Giue rr-e aduantage of fonac bricfe difcourfe 
y, r ith Defdemona alone. 

£w. Pray you come in, 

I will beftow you where you (hall hauc time. 

To fpcake your bofome freely. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Othcllo,Iago,W other CtntUmtn. 

Oth. Thefe letters pud ago, to the Pilate, 

And by him, doe my duties to the State; 

That done, I will be walking on the workes, 

Rcpaire there to me. 
lag. Well my good Lord, l’lcdo’t. 

Oth. This fortification Gentlemen,(hall we fee't ? 

Cent. We wake vpon your Lor d(hip. 

Exeunt. 

E«/crDefdemona,Caflio and Emillia. 

Lef. Be thou allur'd good Cafsio, I will doe 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

Em. Good Madam do,I know it gricues my husband. 
As ifthc cafe were his. 

Defd. Othat’s an hone ft fellow: - do not doubt Cafsio, 
ButI will haue my Lord and you sgaine, 

As friendly as you were. 

Caf. Boun ious Madame, 

What euer fiiall become of Michael Cafsio, 

Hee's neuer any thing but your true feruar.t. 

Defd. O fir,I thanke y ou,y ou doeloue my Lord : 

You hauc knowne him long,and be you well allur'd. 

He (hall in ftrangcft,ftand no farther off. 

Then in a politique diftancc, 
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CVr/I 1 but Lady, 

The pollicy may either laft fo long. 

Or fedc vpon fuch nice, and watrifhdier. 

Or breed it felfe, fo out of circumftance. 

That I being abfenr,and my place fupplied,. 

My Generali will forgetmy loue and feruice; 

Defd. Doe not doubt that,before ErmlliA here* 

I giue thee warrant ofthy place; aflurc thee 
If I doe vow a friend flaip,J’lc performe it 
To the laft Article; my Lord (ball ncuer reft. 

Tie watch him tamc,and talke him our ofpaticnce; 
Hisbed (hall feeme a (choo'e,hi$ boord a fhrift. 

Tie intermingle cuery thing he does, 

With Cafsio s fuite ; therefore be merry Gafsio 3 . 

For thy foiliciter (hall rr*her die. 

Then giuc thee caufe: away. 

Enter Ochello,Iago,<W Gentlemen, 

Em. Madam,here comes my Lord. 

Caf. Mad am,Tle take my leaue. 

Defd, Why ftjy and hearc me i’peake. 

Caf Madam not now,l am very ill at eafe, 

Vnfic for mine ownc purpofe. 

Defd. Well, doe yourdifcretion. Ew/Caflio 

Ha,I like not that. 

Oth. Wliatdoeft thou. fay? 

lag. Nothing my Lord,or if,I know not what. 

Oth. Was not that Cafsio parted from my wife ? 
lag. Cafsio my Lord ? -- no fure,I can not thinkc it,. 
Thar he would fncake away fo guilty-like^ 

Seeing you comming. 

Oth. I doe beleene twas he, 

Defd. How now my Lord,. 

1 haue becne talking with a fuiter here, 

A man that languilbes in your difplcafure, 

Oth. Who i’ft you nrcane ? 

Defd. VVhy your Lciutemnt Cafsio } % oq& my Lord, 
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J V he be not one that truely loues you, 
fhaterres in ignorance,and not in cunning, 

} hjue no iudgement in an honeft face, 

iprecthee call him backe. 

‘ Q t h, Went he hence now? 

p ,fJ Yes faith, fo humbled. 

That he has left part of his griefes with me, 

{faffer with him; good loue call him backe. _ 

Oth. Not now fwcctc Defdemona fomc other time. 

Defd. But fliai’t be (hortly ? 

Oth. The (boner fweete for you. 

Defd. Shaft be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No, not to night. 

Defd. To morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. I (hall not dine at home, 

1 meete the Captaincs,at the Gittadcll. 

Defd. Why then to morrow night, or Tuefday morne. 
On Tuefday morne,or night, or Wcnfday mornc, 

I preethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes ilfaithhee’s penitent. 

And yet his trefpafle,in our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay,the warres muft make examples. 

Out ofher beft) is not almoft a fault, 

Toiucurre a priuite checker when (hall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule. 

What you could aske me, that 1 fhould deny ? 

Or (land fo muttering on ? What Michael Cafsio ? 

That came a wooing with you, and (o many a time 
When I bauefpokc ofyou difpraifingly. 

Hath tane your parr.to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in ? Birlady I could doe much. 

Oth. Preethee no more, let him come when he will , 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Defd. Why this is not a boone, 

Tis as I (hould intreate you wcare your gloues : 
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Or feede on nourishing dirties, or keepe you warme. 

Or (uc to you.to doe a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon : taay,when I haue a (lute. 

Wherein I meane to touch your loue indeed. 

It fhallbefull of poifc and difficulty. 

And fearefull to be granted. 

Otb. I will deny thee nothing, 

Whereon I doe befecch thee grant me this, 
Toleauemebut a little to my fclfe. 

Defd. Shall I deny you. ? no,farewcll my Lord, 

Otb. Farewell my Defdomena, I’lecome to thee ftraight. 
Defd. £w«Zfo?,come,bc it as your fancies teach you. 
What ere you be I am obedient. Exit Defd.avd Em, 
Otb. Excellent wretch,perdition catch my foule. 

But I doe loue thee, and when I loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Otb. What doeft thou fay Iago> 
lag. Did Michael Caftio when you wooed my Lady,. 
Know of your loue } 

Otb. He did from firft to laft : — Why doeft thou aske? 
lag. But for a fatisfaftion of my thoughts. 

No further harme. 

Otb. Why of thy thought lago ? 

lag . I did not thinke he had beene acquainted with her, 

Otb. O yes, and went betweene vs very often. 

lag. Indeed? 

Otb. Indeed t Indeed_difcrn’ft thou ought in that ? 
Ishenothoaeft? 

Jag. Honeftmy Lord? Otb. Honeft? I honeft, 
lag. My Lord/or ought I know. 

Otb. What doeft thou thinke ? 
lag. Thinke my Lord ? 

Otb. Thinke my Lord ? Byheauenheecchoesmc. 

As if there were fomemonfter in his thought? 

Too hideous to be rtiewne : thou didft meane fometiiing ; 
I heard thee fay but now,thou lik’ft {not that. 
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When Caftio left my wife : what didft trot like ? 

And when I told thee,he was of my counfell, 

In my whole courfe ofwooing,thou cridft indeed ? 

And didft contraband purfe thy brow together. 

As if thou then hadft rtiut vp in thy braine, 

Some horrible eounfell : if thou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought. 

Jag. My Lord,youknowI loue you. 

Otb. I thinke thou doeft. 

And for 1 know, thou art full of loue and honefty. 

And weigheft thy words,before thou giue em breath. 
Therefore thele flops oftbine affright me the more : 

For fuch things in a falfe difloyall knaue. 

Arc trickes of cutfome; but in a man that’s iuft. 

They are ele fe denotements, working from the heart. 
That paffion cannot rule. 

lag. For Michael Caftio, 

I dare prefume, I thinke that he is honeft, 

Otb. I thinke fo to. 

lag. Men flaould be that they feeme, 

Orthofe that be not,wou!d they might feeme none. 

Otb. Certaine,men fhould be what they feeme. 

Jag. Why then I thinke Cafsio’s an honeft man. 

Otb . Nay yet there’s more in this, 

I preethee fpeake to me to thy thinkings t 

As thou doeft ruminate,and giue the Worftofthousht, 

The word of word. 

Atj. Good my Lord pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to eucry aft of duty, 

I am not bound to that all flaues are free to, 

Vtter my thoughts ? Why,fay they are vile and falfe: 

As where’s that pallaee,whercinto foule things 
sometimes intrude not ? who has a breaft fo pure. 

But fome vndeanely apprehenfions, 

an< l law- dayes,and in Seffion fit 
With meditations lawfull? 

Otb. Thou doeft confpire againft thy friend lago, 
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If thou butthinkeft him wrongd,and makefthis earc 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

lag. Idoebcfcechyou, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my gheuc. 

As 1 confeffe ic is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufc$,and oft my iealoufie 
Shapes faults that are not,T intreate you then. 

From one that Co impcrfe6Uy conicdfs. 

You’d take no notice, ror build your felfe a trouble. 

Out of my fcattering,and vnfure obferuance; 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood Jaonelly, or wifedome, 

To let you know my thoughts, 

Oth. Zouns. , t j 

lag. Good name in man and womans deere my Lord; 

1 s the immediate lewcll of our foules : 

Who ftcales my purfe, deals trafh,tis lomething, nothing, 
Twas mine,tis his, and has bin flauc to thoufands : 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me ofthat, which not ioriches him. 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Oth . By heauen Tic know thy thought. 

lag. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand. 

Nor (ball not,whilft tis in my cuftody : 

O beware iealoufie. 

It is the grcenc cyd monfter, which doth mocke 
That mcatc it feedes on. That Cuckold hues in blifle. 
Who certaine of his fat e,loues not his wronger .* 

But oh,what damned minutes tells he ore, 

Who dotes,yet doubts, fufpc&s, yet llrongly loues. 

Oth. O mifery. 

lag, Poore and content, is rich,and rich enougl-i, 

But riches, finelcfie, is as poosc as winter. 

To him that cuer fearcs bWS^tt be pootc : 

Good God, the foules of all ihfffibc defend 
From iealoufie, 

Oth. Why,whyisthis? 
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Tbinkft thou l’de make a life of iealoufie ? 

To follow Oill the changes of theMoonc 
Withfreih fufpitions ? No»to be once in doubt. 

Is once to be rcfolud : exchange me for aGoate, 

When 1 (ball turne bufinefle of my foule 

To ft'ch exufflicate,and blowne furmifes, 
patching thy inference : tis not to make me iealous, 

To fay my wife is faire,fecdcs well,loucs company* 
Isfreeof fpeech,fings,playcs,and dances well ; 

Where venue is.thel'e arc more vertuous .• 
f^or from mine ownc wcake merries will I draw 
The fmalleft feare, or doubt of her reuolt. 

For (he had cics,and chofc me tno Iago t 
I’lc fee before Idoubt, when I doubt,proue,. 

And on the proofe, there is no more but this : 

Away at once with Ioue or iealoufie, 

lag. I am glad of it, for now I (hall haue reafon,. 

To (hew the louc and duty that I beare you. 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Rcceiue it from me .• I fpcake not yet of proofe, 

Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Cafsia ; 

Weare your eie thus, not iealous,nor fecurc, 

I would not haue your free and noble nature,. 

Out of felfc-bounty be abus *d, looke to’t ; 

Iknow our Countrey difpcfition well. 

In Vcnict they doe let God fee the prankes 

They dare fiiew their husbands : their bell confidence* 

Is not to lcaue vndone,but kcepe vnknownc, 

Oth. Doeft thou fay fo. 

lag. She did deceiue jier father marrying you ; 

And when fire feem’d to fiiake and feare your lookes, 
Shcloa’dthcm molt O^.^Audfolhedid. 

lag. Why go too then, . 

She that fo young,cou!d giue outtfuch a jeeming,. 

To fealc her fathers eyes vp,clofe as Oakc, 

He thought twas witchcraft ; but I am much too blame, 
I humbly doe befeecb youofyeur pardon^, 
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For Wo much louing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for euer. 

Jag. I fee this hath a little dafiu your fpirits. 

Oth. Not a iot ,tiot a iot. 
lag, Ifaithlfeareithas. 

1 hope you will confider what is fpoke. 

Comes from my louc : But I doe fee you are moou’d, 

1 am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpeech, 

T o grol'er iffues.nor ta larger reach. 

Then tofufpition. 

Oth, I will not. 

lag. Should you doe (o my Lord, 

My lpeech fhould fall into fuch vile fucccffe. 

As my thoughts aime not at : Cafiio's my trufty friend : 

My Lord.I fee you are moou’d. 

Oth. No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinkc but Defdemona’s lion eft. 

Jag. Long Hue flic fo, and longliucyouto thinkefo. 
Oth. And yet how nature erring from it felfe. 
lag. 1, there’s the point; as to be bold with you. 

Not to affeift many propofed matches. 

Of her ownc Clime, complexion,and degree, 

Whereto wefee in all things, naturetends ; 

Fie we may fmell in fuch a will,moft ranke 
Foule difproportion *. thoughts vnnaturall. 

But pardon me: I doenotinpofition, 

Deftindtiy fpcake of her,tho I may feare 
Her will recoyling to her better judgement. 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent? 

Oth. Faiewcll,ifmorc 

Thou doelt perceiuc,Iet me know more,fet on 
Thy wife io obferue ; leaue me Jago. 
lag. My Lord 1 take my leaue. 

Oth. Why did 1 marry ? This honeft creature doubtlefle 
Secs and knowes more, much more then he vnfoulds. 

, q- My Lord,l would I might intreate your honour. 



To 
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r feiit this thing no further, leaue it to time, 

Tho it be fir, *at Cafsio haue his place, 

5, fee h= v r fe : 

Vet if you plcafe to hold him off awhile, 

V u Ml by that perceiuehim and his meanes; 
iote ifydur Lady ftraine her entertainement, 

3 nv flr ong or vehement importunity. 

Much Will be fccne in that,in the meane time, 
Letmc be thought too bufie in my feares, 

As worthy caufe 1 hauc.to feare I am ; 

And hold her free, I doc befcech your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernemenc. 

Jar. 1 once mere take my ieaue. Exit 

Otb. This fellowe’s of exceeding honefty. 

And knovves all qualities, with a learned fpiric 
Of humaine dealing : if I doe prooue her haggard, 
Thothat her leffes were my deare heart firings, 
1’de whiffle her off, and let her downe the wind, 

To prey at fortune. Happily, for I am blacke. 

And haue not thefefoft parts of conuerfation. 
That Chamlerers hauc,or for I am declind 
Into the valt of yeares; yet that’s not much, 

Shces gone, I am abus’d, and my releife 
Muft be to lothc her ; O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites •• I had rather be a T oadc, 
Andliue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keep e a corner in a thing I loue. 

For ethers vfes : yet tisftic plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’d are they leflfethen the bale, 
Tisdefteny,vnfkiunnable,like death *. 

Euen then this forked plague is fated to .vs. 

When \ve doe quicken : Dcfdemona comes, 

Iffhebe f.lfe,0 thenheauen mocks it felfe , 
lie not beleeue it. 

E/tferDcfdemona WEraillia. 

Defd. How now my deare Othelh > 
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Y our dinner, and the generous Ilander 
By you inuited,doe attend your prefence, 

Oth. I am to blame. 

J)ef. Why is your fpecchfo faint? arc you not well? 
Oih. I hauea paine vpon my forehead, here. 

DeJ. Faith that’s with watching, t’ will away againe; 
Let me but bind yout head, within this houre 
It will be well againe* 

Oth. Your napkin is too little :- 
Let it alone, come He goe in with you. 

Def. I om very forty that you are not well. 

Em. I am glad I hanc found this napkin, £.Y.Oth.rf*rd 
This was her fir ft remembrance from the Moore,’ Defd. 
My wayward husband, hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to fteale it,byt fisc fo loucs the token, 

For he conniv'd her, flic fhould cuer keepe it, 

Th t die relcrues itcuer more about her, 

To kiffe,and talke to; He ha the worke taine out, 

And giut lagt: what hec’lldoe with ir, 

Heauen knowcs,not I, Enter Iago* 

1 nothing know, but lor hisTantaftc. 

Jag. How noWjwhat doe youhere alone ? 

Em. Doc not you chide, I haue a thing for you. 

Jag. A thing for me, it is a common thing. 

Em. Ha? 

lag, T o haue a foolifh thing. 

Em. O, is that all ? what will you gine me now. 

For that fan .e handkercher ? 

Jag. What handkercher.? — 

Em. What handkercher ? ! 

Why that the Moore firft gaue to DiflcmoM, 

That which fo often you did bid me fteale. 

lag. Half dole it from her? 

Em. o faithjfhc let it drop by negligence. 

And to the aduamage,! being here,took’t vp 
Lookc here it is. 

lag. A good wench, giuc it me* 
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Em. What will you doe withit,that you haue bin 
c 0 catneff to haue me filch it > 

5 I el- Why, what’s that to you ? 

£ 0 . If it be not for fome purpofc of import, 

Giuernee’t againe, poore Lady, (hee'll run mad, 

When flic flialtlackp-it. 

lal. 1’. e not you knowne on c,I haue vie for it : ~ go leaue me; 
I will in Cafsio’s Lodging lofe this napkin, Exit Etri. 

And let him findc it : trifles light as ayre. 

Are to the icalous, confirmations ft rong 
As proofes of holy writ, this tpay doe fomething, 

Dan serous conceits are in their natures polfens. 

Which at the firft are fcarce found to diftaft. 

But with a little art, vpon the blood, £«f.QthcIlo. 

gurne like the mindcs of fulphure ; I did fay foe 
look w here he comes, not Poppy,nor Mandragora, 
fjor all the droufie firropsof the world. 

Shall cuer medicine thee tothacfwcetefleepc. 

Which thou owedfl yeft rday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,fal(e to mc,to me ? 

lag. Why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Oth Auantjbe gone, thou haft fet me ©n the racke, 

1 fwcarc,tis better to be much abus’d, 

Then but to know a little. 

lag. How no w my Lord ? 

Oth. What fenfe had I of her ftolne houres of luff : 

Ifaw’t not, thought it not,it harm’d not me, 

I dept the next night wcll,wasfree,and merry; 

Ifound not Cafsio’sVittcs on her lips. 

He that is rob’d,not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’r,and bee’s not rob’d at all. 

J *g- 1 am forry tohearethis. 

Oth. I had bin happy if the gencrall Canape, 

Pyoncrs,and all, had tailed her fwcete body, 

Sol had nothing knowne.* O now for cuer 
Farewell the tranquile mind,farewcll content .• 

Farewell die plumed tioope, and the big Carres : 
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That makes ambition vertuc : O farewell. 

Farewell the neighing Steed,and the fhri 1 Trumpe, 

The fpirit-fiirringDrummc.the eare-peircing Fife; 

The royall Banner, and all quality. 

Pride, pompe,and circumftance of glorious vvarrc. 

And O yc mortall Engines,whofe wide throatcs. 

The immortall louts great clamor counterfeit; 

Farewell, Othello’s Occupation’s gone. 
lag. IftpoffiblemyLord ? 

Oth. Villaine.be furc you prouc my Loue a whore. 

Be fure ofir,giue me the oculer pioofe. 

Or by the worth of mans cternall foule. 

Thou hadft bin beiterhaue beene borne a dog, 

Then anfwer my wak’d wrath. 
lag. I ft come to this ? 

Oth. Make nae to fee’t,or at the leaf! fo proue it. 

That the probation, beare no hinge,nor loope. 

To hang a doubt on : or woe vpon thy life. 

[; lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doeft flander Ireland torture me, 

Neuer pray more,abandon all remorce. 

Gn horrors head,horrors accumilate : 

Do deeds, to make hcauen weepe,all earth amaz’d. 

For nothing canft thou to damnation ad greater then that. 

lag. O grace,Q heauen defend me. 

Arc you a man,haue you a foule or fence } 

God buy you, take thine office, — O wretched foole. 
That liueft to make mine hbnefty a vice, 

0 monftrousworld,*akeno:e,take note.O world. 

To be direeft and honeft,is not fafe, 

1 thanke you for thisprofit,and from hence. 

Tie loue no friend, (ince loue breedes fuch offence. 

/ Oth. Nay ftay ,thou fhouldft be honeff. 

lag. I fhould be wife,for honeftie’s a foole. 

And loofes that it workes for : 

I lee fir,you are eaten vp with paffion, . 

I doc repent me that I put it to you. 






Yoit 



The Moore ofV enice. 

you would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay,I will. 

IaZ And may,but how,how fatisfied my Lord ? 

Would you, the fupcruiforgroficly gape on. 

Behold her topt? . 

Oth. Death and damnation — oh. 

Jaz ' It were a tedious difficulty I thiake,. 

To bring cm to that profpca.dam em then, 

Ifeuer mortall eyes did fee them boulder 
More then their owne; what then, how then 
What (hall I fay ? where’s fatisfa&ion ? 

It is impoflible you fhould fee this. 

Were they as prime as Goates,as hot as Monkies,, 

As fait as W olues,iu pride; and foolcs as groffe. 

As ignorance made drunke .• But yet I fay, 

Ifinaputation and'ftrong circumftances. 

Which leade dire&ly to the doore oftruth. 

Will giucycu fatisfa<5fion,you may ha t. 

Oth. Giue me aliuingreafou,that flice’s difloyall 
lag. I doe not like the office, 

Biit fichl am enter'd into this caufefo farre, 

Prickt to’t by foolifh honefty and loue, 

I will goe on : I lay with Cafsio lately. 

And being-troubled with a raging tooth, I could not deep. 
There are a kinde of men fo loofe of loulc. 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires, 

One of this kinde is Cafsio : 

In fleepe I heard him fay.Swectc Vefdemona, 

Let vs be merry, let vshidcourloues ; 

And then fir,would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry out,fweetecreature,and then kifle me hard. 

As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips, then layed his leg 
Ouer my thigh,2nd figh’d,and kiffed,and then 
Cried, curfed fate,thar gaue thee to the Moore. 

Otb. O Monftrous,monftrous, 
lag. Nsy } this was but his dreame. 
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5+ The Tragedy of Othello 

Oth, But this dcuoted a fore-gone conclulion, 
lag. Tis a Bircwd deubr.tho it be but a dreamc 3 
And this may hclpc to thicken other proofes. 

That doc dcmonflrate thinly. 

Otb. l’lc tcarc her all to pecccs. 

lag. Nay,but be wife, yet vve fee nothing done. 

She may be honcll yet, tell me but chi«, 

Hauc you not fometimes fcenc a handkerchcr. 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiucs hand. 

Otb. I gaue her fuch a onc,twas my firtt gife. 
lag. 1 know not that, but fuch ahandkcrchcr, 

T am lure ic was your wiues,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. Ift be that. 

lag. I fu be chatjor any,it was hers, 

It fpcakes againft her, wit h the other proof s. 

Otb. O that the flauc h ad forty thoufand hues, 

One is too poorc,too wcake for my reuenge: 

Now doc I fee tis timc,looke here I ago. 

All my fond loue,thui doc I blow to heauen, — tis gone. 
Arife blacke vcngeancc/rorh thy hollow Cell, 

Yceld vp O louc thy crow nc,and harted Throne, 

To tirranous hate,fwcll bofome with tby fraught. 

For tis cf Afpccks tongues. 

lag. Pvay be content. be kneeles. 

Otb . O blood, lago, blood. 

lag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Otb, Ncuer: 

In the due reucrence ofa facred vow, 

I here ingage my words. 

lag. Doc not rife yet : 

Witnefle you cuer-burning.lights aboue. 

You Elements that clip vs roundabout, I age ktteele?,- 
Witnefle that here , IagoAoih giue vp 
The excellency ofhis wit, hand, heart. 

To W! ong’d Othello s fci uice : let him command, 

And to obeyjfhall be icmorce, 
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VVhat bloody worke fo ciicr. 

oth i g recte th y loue : 

»Cot with vaine thankcs,but with acceptance bounteous, 

And will vpon the mftant put thee to V 
VVithinthefc three dayes,lcc me hcare thee fay, 
yhat Cafsio s not nliue, 
lug. My friend is dead': 
pis done as you rcqueft.but let her liuc. 

Otb. Dam her lewd minks • O dam her,. 

Come, gee with me apatt,I will w ithdraw 
Tofurnifb me with fome fwift meancs of death,, 
fortliefairc diucll : now art thou my Leiutenant, 

Ur. I am yout owne for cuer. 

6 Exeunt* 

£>;f cr D efo e m o n i a Emilia and the Clewne, 

Def. Do you know fim, where the Leiutenant Caftio lies ? 

Clo. I dare not fay he iicsany where. 

Def. Why man? 

He is a Souldicr,and for one to fay a Souldicr lies,is flabbing. 
Def. Go to, where lodges he? 

Cle. I know not where he lodges.,and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and lay he lies thcre.were to lie in my thioacc. 

Defd. Can you inquire him out,and be edified by report? 

Cle, I will cathechize the world for him, that is, make quellions 
And by them anfwer. 

Defd. Seeke him,bid him comchither,teli him I hauc moued my 
Lord in his beha;fe,and hope all will be well. 

Cle . T o doe this is within the compaflc ofa man , and therefore 
lie attempt the doing of it. Exit. 

Defd. Where fhould 1 loofc that handkerchcr Emillta ? 

Em, I know not Madam. 

Def Beleeue me, I had rather loofc my purfe 
Full of Ctufadecs : and but my noble Moore 
Istrueofminde,and made ofnofuch bafenefle,. 1 ... 

As iealoui creatures are,it were enough , I 

To put him to ill rhinkiug, 

E»v Is he not iealous ; 
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Deft, Who he i I thinke the Sub where he was borne, 
D rew all fuch humors from him. Enter Othello. 

F.vt, Looke where he comes. 

Def. Iwillnotlcauehimnow, 

Lc t Csfsio be cald to him : how is ic with you my Lord ? 

Gth. Well my good Lady : O hardnclfe to dificmble : 
How doc you Defdomona ? 

Def. Well, my good Lord. 

Oth. G iuc me your hand, this hand is moift my Lady., 

Def. ftyethasfeltnoage,norknovvncnoforrow, 

' Otb. Tins argues fruitfulneffe and liberal! heart. 

Not hot aid moift,this hand of yours requires 
A fequefter from liberty : falling 3nd praying. 

Much caftigation, exercife deuout ; 

For hccrc’s a young and fwettiog diuell here. 

That commonly rebels ; ti3 a good hand, 

A frankc one. 

Def, You may indeed fay fo. 

For twas that hand that gauc away ray heart. 

Otb. A libcrall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands. 

But our new herraldry is hands, nothcarcs. 

Def. I canno.t fpeake of this,come, come, your promife, 

Otb. What premife chuckc ? 

Def. 1 haue fenr to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 

Otb. 1 haue a fait and fullcn rhume offends me. 

Lend me thy handkercher, 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Oth. That which I gauc you. 

Def. 1 haue it not about me. 

Oth. Nor. V ‘ 

Def. No faith my Lord. 

Oth. Thats a fauit: that handkercher 
Did an Egyptian to my mother gine. 

She was a cnarmer,and cou!d almoii reade 
The thoughts ofpeople;fhe told her while {he kepdt, 
T’vvould make her amiablc,and fubdue my father 
Intirely to her loue : But if Hie loft if, , 
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T.tireW » h« loue : But ifflic Uft it, 

n fflide a gift of it : my father* eye 

thould hold her lothely.and hie fpirits (hould hunt 

After new fancies: flic dying, gaue it mt, 

\ j fri&nc when my fate would haue me wiue, 
ta c iuc it her ; I did fo,and take heede on e, 
vuk it a darling.like your pretious eye, 

Toloofc,or giue’t away, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing clfc could mitch* 

Def*. rftpuflible? 

Oth. Ti* true,therc‘s magicke in the web of it, 

\ Sybcll that had numbred in the world, 
the Sun to make two hundred compares. 

In her prophetique fury ,fo wed the worke ; 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed the hike. 

And it wa* died in Mummy,with the skilful! 

Confetue* of maiden* he art*. 

Def. Ifaith i ft true ? 

Oth. Moft Ycritable.therefbre looke to’t well. 

Def. Then would to God,that I had neucr fecne it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def, Why doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and raflhly. 

Oth. Tft loft ? i’ft gone ? fpeake, is it out o’the way ? 

Def HeauenblelTe vs, 

Oth. Say you ? 

Def. It is not loft, but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def. I fay it is not loft. 

Oth, Fetch’t,lct me fee it, 

Def. Why fol can ftr,but I will not now, 

Ihis is a tricke,to put me from my fnite, 

1 pny Ice Cafstofoc receiu'd againc. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkercher,my mind mifgiues. j ^ j 

&tf. Come,come,you*lI neucr mccte a more fumcient man. 

Otb. The handkercher. 

Off. Ipraytalke me of Csfihe 
The haadkcrchct. 
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Def. A man tbat all bis time, 

Hath founded hisgood fortunes onyour loue. 
Shard dangers with you.' 

Otb. Thehandkercher. 

Def. Ifaith you are too blame. 

Oth. Zouns. Exit . 

Em Is not this man iealous ? 

Def I ne’refaw t lifts' before: 

Sure there’s -To me wonder in this handkercher, 
l am moft vnhappv in the Ioffe. 

Enter I a go and Caffio. 
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They eate vs hungerly,5 
They belch vs ; looks you,Ca[sio and my husl 
lag. There is no othiir way^tfs file muft 1 dye it, 

And loe the happineffe,goe,and importuiiS Hejr;, 1 J 

Def. How now good Cafsu >,\\ hatls the,nci#j 
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Del. How now good Vaisio.\\nzC^ thenews with you ^ ’ ; ;* 
Caf. Madam, my formerfukc : I doe befecch you 
That by yoiir vertuous meanes,! may againe 
Exiil,and be a member of his louc. 

Whom I,with all the duty of my heart, 

Intirely honour,I would not be delayed : 

If my offence be offuch mortal! kind, 

That neither feruicc paft,nor prefenc forrovycs-,. 

Nor purpos’d merrit, tn futurity 
Canranfome mo jin to his louc againe 
But to know fo,mutt be my benefit. 

So fliall I cloth me in a forc’d content,^ 

And (hoote my felfe vp in fome other courfc, . 

To fortunes almcs. n ' h" ». » ■ - 

Def. Alas thrice gentle Cafsfy 
My aduocation is hot now in tune; 

My Lord is hot my Lord,nor jfhould f know hijri^ 

Were he in fauour,as in humor altred. . V' ' 

So hclpe me,cuery fpirit fanfhfied* ' l 1 ’ °? m a.Q 

As I baue fpoWfor ycu,all my beft, . ' " ,il 1 * ^ 
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j flood within theblanke of his difpleafure, 
c" 1 my free fpeech ; you mufi a while be patient, 
what 1 can doe f will, and more I will 
Sen for my felfe I dare,let that fuffice you. 

Jag. Is my Lord angry? 

Em. He went hence but now, 
ind certainely in ftrange vnquietnefle. 

Jag. Can he be angry ? I haue feene the Cannon, 

When it hath blowne his rankes into theayre ; 

And ( like the Diuell) from his very arme, 
puft his owne brother, and canhebe angry ? 

Something of moment then : I will goe meete him, 

There’s matter in t indeed, if he be angry. 

J)efd. I preethee do fo : fomething fure of State, 

Either from Venice, or fome vnhatcht practice, 

Made demonftrable here in Cypres to him, 

Hath pudled his cleere fpirit, and in fuch cafes 
Mens natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho great ones are the obietfl, 

Tis euen fo : for let our finger ake, 

And it endues our other heathfull members, 

Euen to that fence of paine ; nay, we muft thinke. 

Men are not gods, 

Nor of them looke for fuch ob feruances 
As fits the Bridall .• befiirew me much Emillia , 

I was (vnhandfome, warrior as lam) 

Arraigning his vnkindenffe with my foule ; 

But now I finde,I had fubbornd the witnefife, 

And hce’s indited falfly. 

Em. Pray heauen it be State matters, as you thinke, 

And no conception, nor no iealous toy 
Concerning you. 

I>efd. Alas the day, I neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules willnotbeanfwered fo. 

They are not euer iealous for the caufe, 

But iealous for they are iealous : tis a monfter, 

Begot vpon itfelfe, borne on it felfe. 

I 2 Def. 
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Defd. Heauenkecpe that monfter from Othello's mind. 
Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def. I will goe feeke hiiTijC^/r^walke here about. 

If I doe finde him fit, Pie moue your fuite, Exeunt Defd, 
And feeke to effect it to my vttermoft. aWEmillia. 
Caf I humbly thanke your Ladifhip. 

Bian . Saue youfriend Cafsio. Enter Bianca. 

Caf. What make you from home ? 

How is it with you my moft faire Bianca ? 

Ifaith fweete louel was commingto your houfe. 

Bian . And I was going to your Lodging Cafsio ; 
What,keepe a weeke away ? feuen daies and nights, 
Eightfcore eight houres, and louers abfent houres, 

More tedious then the diall, eightfcore times, 

No weary reckoning. 

Caf Pardon me Bianca , 

I haue this while with laden thoughts bin preft, 

But I fhall in a more conuenient time, 

Strike off this fcore of abfence r fweete Bianca y 
Take me this worke out. 

Bian. Oh Cafsio y whence came this > 

This is fome token froma newer friend. 

To the felt abfence, now I feele a caufe, 

Ifl: come to this ? 

Caf. Go to woman. 

Throw your vile gheffes in the diuells teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you are iealous now, 

That this is from fomemiftriffe,{ome remembrance, 

No by my faith Bianca, 

Bian. Why who's is it ? 

Caf. I know not fweete,! found it in my chamber, 

Hike the worke well,ere it be demanded, 

As like enough it will,Tde haue it coppied, 

T ake it, and do’t,and leaue me for this time, 

Bian . Leaue you, wherefore ? 

Caf I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinke it no addition, nor my wifh. 
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to haue him feemewoman’d. 

But that you doe not loue me : 

I n fay you bring me on the way alittle. 

Arid fay,if I fhall fee you foone at night. 

Caf Tis but a little way, that I can bring you, 
For 1 attend here, but 1’le fee you foone. 

Jmu Tis very good,I muftbe circumftanc’d. 
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"Exeunt, 



QyfBuS. 

Enter la go and Othello* 

Jag. V\ ill you thinke fo ? 

Oth. Thinke fo I ago, 

Jag. What, to kifle in priuate ? 

Oth, An vnauthoriz’d kiffe. 

lag. Or to be naked with her friend abed, 

An houre, or more, not meaning any harme. 

Oth, Naked abed I ago , and not meane harme ? 

Itis hypocrifie againft thediuell : 

They that meane vertuoufly ,and yet doe fo, 

The diuell their vertue tempts, and they tempt heauen: 

lag. So they doe nothing,tis aveniall flip ; 

But ifl giue my wile a handkercher. 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord,and being hers. 

She may,! thinke, beftow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is prote&res of her honour to. 

May (he giue that? 

lag. Her honour is an efferce that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft,that haue it not s 
But for the handkercher. 

Oth. By heauen, 1 would moft gladly haue forgot it: 
Tnou fudft (O it comes o’re my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infected houfe, 
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Boding to all.) He had my hankercher. 
lag. I,what of that? 

Oth. That’s not fo good now. 

lag. What if I had faid I had feene him do you wrong? 

Or heard him fay (as knaues be fuch abroad) 

Who hauing by their owne importunate fuite, 

Or by the voluntaty dotage of fome miftris, 

Conuinced,or fupplied them, cannot chufe, 

But they muft blab. 

Oth . Hath he faid any thing ? 

lag. He hath my Lord, but be you well aflur’d, 

No more then hee’l vnfweare. 

Oth . What hath he fayd ? 

lag . Faith that he did -- I know not what he did. 

Oth . But what? lag . Lye. 

Oth . With her? 

lag . With her, on her, what you will. 

Oth . Lie with her, lie onher? We fay lie on her, when they bely 
her •, lye with her, Zouns, that’s fulfome ? handkerchers,Confe{fion, 
hankerchers. He fa/s dome , 

lag . Worke on my medicine, worke : thus credulous fooles arc 
caught. and many worthy and chafte dames, euenthus all guiltleffe, 
meete reproach \ What ho my Lord, my Lord I fay ^Othello y -- how 
now Cajsio. Enter C affio. 

Caf. What s the matter ? 

lag . My Lord is falne into an Epilepfy, 

This is his fecond fit, he had one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the Temples. 
lag. No,forbeare, 

The Lethergie,mufl haue his quiet courfe, 

If not he foames at mouth, and by and by 
Breakes out to fauage madnefle; looke he ftirres: 

Doe you withdraw your felfe a little while, 

He will recouer ilraight,when he is gone , 

I would on great occafion fpeake with you . 

How is it Generali, haue you not hurt your head ? 

Oth . Doeftthoumockerne^ 
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r aft I mockc you ? no by Heauen, 

%\t mild vou would beare your fortunes like 
^ Oth A horned man s a monfter,and a beaft. 

)' There’s many a beaft then in a populous City, 
And many a ciuill monfter. 

Oth. Did he confefle ? 
l Af Good (ir be a man, t 

Think e cucry bearded fellow, that’s butyoak d, 
Mavd r a w with you .there's millions how aliue. 

That nightly lyes in thofe vnproper beds, 

VVhich they dare fweare peculiar : your caie is better : 
0 tis the fpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in a fccurc Coach, 

And to lnppofe her chafte : No, let me know, 

And knowing what 1 am,l know what lnc mall be. 

i s~\ -v 1 1 tic 



lag. Stand you awhile apart. 

Confine your felfe but in a patient lift : 

Whilft you were here ere while, mad with yoUr gride, 
A paffion moft vnfuting fuch a roan, 

Cufsio came hither,! fhifred him away. 

And layed good fcufc,vpon your cxtacy. 

Bid him anon vctire,and here fpeake with me. 

The which he promifde : butincaue your fclfc. 

And marke the Ieeres,the libes,and notable fcornes,, 
That dwell in euery region of hi* face ; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew, 

Where, how,how oft 3 bowdongagoe,and when. 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

I fay,but marke his ieafture,maty patience. 

Or 1 (hall fay,yGU are all in all,in fpleenc,. 

And nothing of a roan. 

Oth. Docft thouheare Iago, 

I will be found moft cunning in my patience } 

But doeft thou hearc,moft bloody. 

lag. That’s not amiffc : 

But yet keepc time in all ; will you withdraw > 
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Now will I queftion Cafsio of Bianca; 

A hufwife that by felling her defires, 

Buys her fclfc bread and cioathei ; it is a Creature, 

That dotes on Cafsio : as tis the (trumpets plague 
T o beguile many, and be beguild by one, Ent. Caflio 

Hc,whcn he heares of her,cannot reftaine 
}i rom the exccffe oflaughtcr : here he epmes : 

Ashe f«all Cv\\c,QthcBo ftsalj ; goe mad. 

And his 'Jiibookifh iealoufie muft coafter 
Poore C*/W/frailcs,geftures, and light behauiom. 

Quite in the wrong.* How doe you now Lciutenaat f 
Of. .The worfer,tiiat you giue me the addition, 

Whole want euen kills me. 

Idg. Ply DtfAsmona well,and you arc furc oo*c , 

Now if this fuite lay in Biancas power, 

How quickly fhould you fpeed. 

Caf. Ala* poore Catiuc. 

Oth. Looke how he laughes already. 

I-<g. I neucr knew a woman lone man fa. 

Oaf. Alas poore rogue,! thinkc it'aith Ihe loUes me. 

Oth. Now he denyes it faintly, and laughes it out. 
lag, Doe you hearc Cafsio ? 

Oth. Now be importunes him to tell it on, 

Goeto,wcllfaid. «sgj 

lag. She giucs it out that you fliall marry her. 

Doc you intend it? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 

Oth. Doe you triumph Roman,doc you triumph? 

Caf. I rnarjxher? I prethec bearefome chanty to my wit. 

Doc not thinkeit fo vnwholefooic •. ha,ba,ha. 

Oth. So,fn,fo,fo,!au«h that wins. 

lag. F aich the cry goes, you Hull marry her. 

Caf. Prcethec fay true. * y 'f 

lag . I am a very villiinc elfe, 

Oth. Ha you ttor’d me well. 

Caf. This is the monkies own giuing out; fhe is pcifwaded I vvH 
mairy her, out ofher ownebuc and flattery, notout ofmy promife. 

. .--y) * - j, .7- . 1 
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n .L Jmo beckons me, now he begins the ftory . 

„ f c^ewasheere euen now, fhee haunts me in euery place, I 
hi'rher day, talking on the fea banke,with certaine V enetians, and 
Set comes this bauble, by this hand (he fals thus about my neck. 
nth. Crying, o deare Cafsio, as it were : his iefture imports it. 

Caf So hangs, and lolls, and weepes vpon me; fo hales, and puls 

** 0*1 Now he t ells how fhe pluckt him to my Chamber, 

T fee that nofe of yours, but not that dog I fballthrow’t to. 

Caf. Well, I muft leaue her company. Enter Bianca. 

fa Before me, looke where fhe comes, 
pis fuch another ficho ; marry a perfum’d one, what doe you meane 

^tian. Let the diuel and his dam haunt you, what did you meane 
by that fame handkercher, you gauemeeeuen now? 1 wasanne 
foole to take it; Imufttake out the who leworke,a likely peece or 
worke, that you fhculd find it in your chamber, and not know who 
leftit there : this is fome minxes token, and I muft take out the 

vvorke; there, giue it the hobby horfe,wherefoeuer you had it , I’le 

take out no worke on’t. 

Caf. How now my fweete Bianca, how now, bow now ? 

Oth. By heauen that fhould be my handkercher. 

Bian. An you’ll come to fupper to night, you may , an you will 
not, come when you arenext prepar’d for. Exit, 

lag After her, after her. 

Caf. Faith I muft, fhee’ll raile i’the ftreete elfe. 
lag. Will you fup there ? 

Caf. Faith I intend fo. 

lag. Well, I may chance to fee you, for I would very faine fpeake 
withyou. 

Caf. Preethee come, will you ? 

lag. Goe to, fay no more. Exit Caffio. 

Oth. How fliall 1 murder him I ago ? 

lag. Did you perceiue,how he laughed at his vice ? 

Oth. O Jago , 



1*> * 

lag. And did you fee the handkerche r 
Oth. Was that mine? 
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Oth. I would haue him nine yeares a killing; a fine woman af a - 
Woman,afweete woman. ’ lre 

lag. Nay you muft forget. 

Oth. And let her rot and perifh , and bedamb’d to night, for ft 
ftiall not liue ; no, my heart is t urn d to ftouejl fir ike it, and it hurt' 
my hand : O the world has not a Tweeter creature, (he might lie bv 
anEmperoursfide,and command himtaskes. 
lag. Nay that’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, I doe but fay what (he is; So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable mufition, O fhcewill fing the fauageneflt 
out of aBeare; offohyeandplentious wit and inuention. 
lag. Shee’s the worle for all this. 

Oth. A thoufand thoufand times : and then of fo gentle a con- 
dition. 

lag. I, too gentle. 

Oth. I that’s certaine,but yet the pitty of it I ago, thepitty. 

Ia. Ifyou be fo fond ouer her iniquity ,giue her patent to offend, 
for if it touches not you, it comes neere no body. 

Oth. I will chop her into meffes— cuckold me ! 
lag. O tis foule in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 
lag. That’s fouler. 

Oth. Get me fome poifon I ago , this night Tie not cxpoftulate 
with her, left her body and beauty vnprouide my minde a gen , this 
night I ago. 

lag. Doe it not with poifon , ftrangle her in her bed , euen the 
bed (lie hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good, the iuftice ofit pleafes very good. 
lag. And for Cafsio&zt me bee his vndertaker : you (hall heare 
more bv midnight. A T rumpet. 

Enter Lodouico,D cf demona,<wd Attendants. 

Otb. Excellent good : 

What Trumpet is that fame ? 

lag. Something from Venice fure,tis Lodomco , 

Come from the D uke, and fee your wife is with him. 

Ltd* 
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Lol God faue the worthy Generali. 

0th. With all my heart fir. 

Loi. The Duke and Senat ors of Venice greete you. 

0th. Ikiffe the inftrument of their pleafures. 

Dtf And what’s the newes good coufen Lodouico > 

for. I am very glad to fee you Seignior : — welcome to Cypres. 

Lod. I thanke you, how does Leiutenant Cafsio > 

Jag Lines fir. 

j) ( f. Coufen, there’s falne betweenehim and my Lord, 

An vnkind brcach,but you ftiall make all well. 

Oth. Are you fure of that ? 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. This faile you not to doe, as you will. 
lod. He did not call,hee’s bufte in the paper : 

Is there diuifion betweene thy Lord and Cafsio ? 

Def. A moft vnhappy one,I would doe much 
Toattone them, for the louel beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftorie. 

Def. MyLord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Defd. What, is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the letter mou’dhim; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home, 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

Defd. By my troth,! am glad on’t. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. MyLord. 

Oth. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How fweete Othello ? 

0th. Diuell. 

Def. I haue not deferu’d this; 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be beleeu’d in Venice, 

Tho I fhould fweare I faw’c : tis very much, 

Make her amends, fheweepes. 

Oth. ODiucll, Diuell, 

If that the earthcould teeme with womens teares 
Each drop fhe falls, would proue aCrocadile : 

K 2 Out 
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Out of my fight. 

Def. I will not flay to offend you. 

Led. Truely an obedient Lady : 

I doe befeech your Lordfhip, call her backe. 

Oth. Miftrifie. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. What would you with her fir? 

Lod. Who, I my Lord 

Oth. Lyou did wifh that I would make her turne .• 
Sir (he can turne, and turne,and yet go on, 

And turne againe, and fhe can weepe fir, weepe; 

And fhee’s obedient, as you fay, obedient ; 

Very obedient, proceed you in your teares, 
Concerning this fir : O well painted pafiion : 

I am commanded here : — get you away, 

I’le fend for you anon : -- Sir,I obey the mandat, 

And will returne to Venice : — hence, auant, 

Caftio fhal! haue my place; and fir to night 
I doe intreate that we may fup together, 

Y ou are welcome fir to Cypres ,~ goates and monkies. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in allfufficient ? This the noble nature 
Whom pafiion could not lhake ? Whofe folid vertue. 
The {hot of accident, nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze,nor peirce ? 
lag. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits fafe? is he not light of braine ? 
lag. He’s that he is,I may not breathe my tenfure. 
What he might be,ifashe might,heisnot, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What,firike his wife. 
lag. Faith that was not fo well; yet would I knew 
That ftroake would prouetheworfi. 

Lod. Isithisvfe? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blood. 

And new create this fault? 
lag. Alas, alas. 



Exit. 
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Uisltothonefiy inme to fpeake, 

^h 3 t 1 h?.ue feene and knowne,you fhall obferue him, 

Andhisowne courfes will denote him fo, 

Thatlmayfauemy fpeech : doe but goe after, 

And marke how he continues. 

Lod. I forry that I am deceiu’d in him. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Othello WEmillia. 

Oth. You haue feene nothing then. 

Em. Nor euer heard, nor euer did fufpedh 

Oth. Yes»and you haue feene Cajsio and fhe together. 

Em. But then I faw no harme,and then I heard 
Each Tillable that breath mrde vp betweene’em. 

Oth . What, did they neue- whifper ? 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. Nor fend you out o’ the way ? 

Em. Neuer. 

Oth. To fetch her fan, her mask,her gloues, nor nothing? 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s ftrange. 

Em. I durfi my Lord, to wager fhe ishoneft, 

Laydowne my foule atftake : ifyouthinke other, 

Remoueyour thought, it doth abufeyourbofome, 

If any wretch ha put this in your head, 

Let heauens requite it with the Serpents curfe, 

For if fhe benot honeft,chafte, and true, 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of her Sex 

Isfoule as fiander. Exit Etnillia. 

Oth. Bid her come hither, goe, 

She fayes enough.yet fhe’s a fimple bawde, 

That cannot fay as much : this is a fubtle whore, 
Adofet,lockeandkey,of villainous fecrets, 

And yet fhee’ll kneele and pray, I ha feene her do’t. 

£»terDeldemona <*»dEmillia. 

DeJ. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Oth. Praychuckecomehither. 

r>ef. What isyourpleafure? 

K. 3 Oth. 
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Oth. Let me fee your eyes - - looke in my face. 

Def W hat horrible fancy’s this ? 

Oth . Someofyour funftion miftrifle, 

Leaue procreams alone, and (hut the dore, 

Coffe,or cry hem, if any body come, 

Your miftery,yourmiftery : nay difpatch. Em. 

Def Vpon my knees, what does your fpeech import > # 
I vnderftand afury inyour words, 

But not the words. 

Oth . Why, what art thou ? 

Def Your wife my Lord, your true and loyall wife. 

Oth . Coine,fweareit,dam thyfelfe, 

Lead being like one of heauen, the diuells themfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee, therefore be double dambd, 
Sweare thou art honed. 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Oth . Heauen truely knowes,that thou art faJfe as hell. 
Def. To whom, my Lord, with whom? how am I falfe? 

Oth . O Defdemona^ a w ay ,a way, aw ay. 

Def Alas the heauy day, why do you weepe? 

Am I the occafion of thofe teares my Lord ? 
if haply you my father doe fufpeft, 

An Indrument of this your calling backe, 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue left him. 

Why I haue left him too. 

Oth . Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affli&ion 3 hadhe ram’d 
All kindes of fores, and fhames on my bare head, 

Steep’d meinpoucrty,tothevery lips, 

Giuen tocaptiuity,me and my hopes, 

I fhould haue found in fome part of my foule 
A drop of patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing fingers at -- oh, oh, 

Y et could I beare that too, well, very well. 

But there : where I haue garner’d vp my heart. 

Where either I mud hue, or beare no life, 
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The touniaine/rom the which my currant runnes, 
rvelfedryes vp , to be difcarded thence, 

Orkeepe it as a Cefterne, for foule Toades 

To knot and gender in .• turne thy complexion there, 

Patience thy young and rofe-Up’d Cherubin, 

ere looke grim as Hell. 

Vef. 1 hope my noble Lord elteemes me honeit. 

Oth. O I,as fummers flics, are in the (hambles, 

That quicken euen with blowing : 

0 thou blacke weede.why art fo louely faire ? 

Thou fmell’fl fo fweete,that the fence akes at thee, 

Would thou hadft ne’re bin borne. 

Def. Alas, what ignorant finne haue Icommitted. 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this mod goodly booke, 

Made to wtite whore on ? — What, committed ? 

Heauen flops the nofe at it, and the Moone winkes. 

The bawdy wind, that kifles allit meetes, 

Ishufhc within the hallow mine of earth, 

And will not heart:— whatcommitted,- impudent (trumpet. 

Def. By heauenyoudoeme wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a (trumpet? 

Def No, as I am a Chriflian : 

Iftopreferuethis veffellformy Lord, 

From any hated foule vnlawfull touch, 

Be not to be a (trumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

Def No, as I (hall befaued. £«f*rErmlIia. 

Oth. Iftpoffible? 

Def O heauen forgiueneffe. 

Oth. I cry you mercy, 

1 tooke you for that cunning whore of Venice , 

That married with Othello : you miflrifle, 

That haue the office oppoftte to S. Peter , 

Andkeepesthe gates in hell, I, you, you, you; 

Woha done our courfe; there’s money for your paines, 

Ipray you turne the key, and keepe our counfell. Exit . 

Em. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceiue ? 

5 K 4 How 
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How doc you Madam.ho w doe you my good Ladv ? 

Def Faith halfeaflcepe. 7 

Em. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord > 

Def With who? 

Em. Why with my Lord Madam. 

Defi I ha none, doe not talke to me EmiJJia, 

I cannot weepe, nor anfwer haue I none. 

But what fhould goe by water : preethee to night 
Lay on my bed our wedding ftieetes,remember. 

And call thy husband hither. 

Em. Here is a changcindeed. Exit, 

Def. Tis meete I fhould be vfde fc, very well • 

How haue I bin behau’d,that he might fticke 
The fmalleft opinion,on my greateft abufe. 

lag. What is your pleafure Madam, Enter Upo, 

Howiftwithyou? WEmilfia. 

Ue i . I cannot tell ; thofe that doe teach young babes 
Doe it with gentle meanes,and eafie taskes, 

Hemight hachid mcfo,for in good faith, 

I tm a child at chiding. 

lag. What is the matter Lady? 

Em. Alas I a go, my Lord hath io bewhor’d her, 

Throwne fuch defpjte,and heauy termes vpon her, 

As true hearts cannot beare. 

Def. Am I that name Iago} 
lag. What name faire Lady ? 

Def Such as (he fayes my Lord did fay I was ? 

Em. He call d her whore .* A begger in his drinke. 

Could not haue layed fuch tearmes vpon his Callet. 
lag. Why did he fo. ? 

Def I doe not know,I am fure I am none fuch. 
lag. Doe not weepe,doe not weepe : alas the day. 

Em. Has fhe forfooke fo many noble matches. 

Her Father, and her Countrey, all her friends, 

To be cald whore ? would it not make one weepe ? 

Def It is my wretched fortune, 
lag. Befhrew him for it; how comes this tricke vpon him ? 

Dei H. 



])ef Nay, heauen doth know. 

Em. I will be hang’d,iffome eternall villaine. 

Some bufic and infinuating rogue. 

Some cogging, coufening flaue,to get fome office, 

Haueno^ deuifde this Hander, I ’le be hang’d elfe. 

Jag. Fie, there is no fuch man, it is impoffible. 

Def If any fuch there be,heauen pardon him. 

Em- A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones: 

Why ftiould he call her whore ? who keepes her company? 

What place, what time, what forme.what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by fome outragious knaue: 

Somebafe notorious knaue, fome (curuy fellow, 

0 heauen, that fuch companions thoudft vnfold, 

And put ineueryhonefthand a whip, 

To lafh the rafcall naked through the world, 

Euen from the Eaft to the Weft. 
lag. Speake within dores. 

Em. O fie vpon him; fome fuch fquire he was, 

That turnd your wit, the feamyfide vithout, 

And made you to fufpe<ff me with tl e Moore. 
lag . Y ou are a foole,goe to. 

Def. O Good lago. 

What (hall I doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him,for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how I loft him. 

lag. I pray you be content ,tis but his humour, 

The bufineffe of the State does him offence, 

And he d aes chide with you. 

Def Ift’were no other. 
lag. Tis but fo,I warrant you, 

Harke how thefe Inftruments fummonyou to fupper, 

And the great Meffengers of Venice fay, 

Goein,and weepe not, all things (hall be well. Exitwomen. 

How now Roderigo ? Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I doe not finde that thou dealft iuftly with me. 
lag. YVhat in the contrary > 

Rod. Euery day, thou dofftft me, with fome deuiie Iago; 
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And rather, as it feemes to me, thou keepeft from me, 

All conueniency,then fupplieft me, with the leaft 
Aduantage of hope : I will indeed no longer indure it, 

Nor am Iyetperfwaded to put vp in peace, what already 
Ihauefoolifhly fufferd. 

Jag. Willyouhearem e Roderigo} 

Rod . Faith I haue heard too much, for your words, 

And performance are no kin together. 

Jag. You charge me mod vniuftly. 

Rod . I haue wafted my felfe out of meanes : the Iewels you haue 
had from me, to deliuer to Defdemona , would halfe haue corrupted 
aVotarift : you haue told me fhe has receiud em, and return’d mee 
expectation, and comforts, of fuddaine refpe<t,and acquittance, but 
Ifinde none. 

lag. W ell, goe to, very good. 

Rod . Very well, goe to,I cannot goe to man, it is not very well, 
by this hand, I fay tis very fcuruy , and begin to finde my felfe fopt 
init. 

lag . Very well. 

Rod . I fay it is not very well : I will make my felfe knowne to 
Defdemona^ ft\t will returne me my Iewels , I will giue ouermy 
fuite^nd repent my vnlawfull follicitation , if not, affure your felfe 
Pie feekefatisfacftion of you. 

lag. You haue faid now. 

Rod. I, and I haue faid nothing, but what I proteft entendment 
of doing. 

lag. Why now I fee there’s mettle in thee , and euen from this 
timedoe build on thee, a better opinion then euer before, giue me 
thy hand Roderigo : Thou haft taken againft rne a moll iuft concep- 
tion 3 butyet I proteft, I haue delt mod direftly in thy affaires. 

Rod . It hath not appeared. 

lag. I grant indeed it hath not appear’d , and your fufpitionis 
not without wit and iudgement : But Roderigo , if thou haft that 
within thee indeed , which I haue greater reafon to beleeue now, 
theneuer,I meane purpofe, courage, and valour,this night (hew it, it 
thou the next night following enioyeft not Defdemona , takemee 
from this world with treachery, and deuife engines for my life. 

Rod* 
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Rod. Well, is it within reafon and compaffe? 

Ug. Sir, there is efpeciall command come from V •.nice, 
fo dep ute Cafsio in Othello’s place. _ ■ 

Rod. Is that true ? why then Othello and Defdemona 
Returne agaiae to Venice. 

lav. O no, he goes into Mauritania, and takes away with him 
Thetaire Dejdcmona, vnkttc his abode be linger’d 
Here by fome accident, wherein none can be fo 
determinate, as the remouing of Cafsio. 

Rod. How doe you meane remouing of him ? 

lag. Why, by making him vncapable of Othello's place, 

Knocking out his braines. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to doe. 

lag. I, and if you dare doe your felfe a profit, and right, heefups 

to night with a harlot, and thither will I goe to him ; — -heknowes. 
not yet of his honourable fortune : if you will watch his going 
thence, which I will fafhion to fall out betweene twelue and one, 
you may take him at your pleafure: I will beneere to fecond your 
attempt, andhee fhall fall betweene vs come, ftandnotamazd 
at it, but goe along with mee,l will fhew you fuch a neccfftty in his 
death, that you (hall thinkeyour felfe bound to put it onnim. It is 
now high (upper time, and the night growes to waft .-about it. 

Enter Othello , Defdemona, Lodouico,Emillta, 
and Attendants. 

Rod. I will heare further reafon for this. 

lag. And you fhali be fatisfied. • Ex.l&g.andKcd. 

Lod. I do befeech you fir.troubleyour felfe no further. 

Oth. O pardon me,ii fhalldoe me good to walke. 

Lod. Madame, good night, I humbly thanke your Ladifhip. 

Def Y our honour is mod welcome. 

Oth. Will you walke fir : — O Defdemona. 

Oef My Lord. 

Oth. Getyoutobed, o’theinftant I will be return’d, forthwith, 
difpatch your Attendant there,--- looke it be done. Exeunt. 

Oef. I will my Lord. 

Lm. How goes it now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 

L 2 Def. 

' 
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Def. He faies he will returne incontinent: 
He hath commanded me to goe to bed 3 
And bad me todifmiifeyou. 

Em. Difmifleme? 



Def. It was his bidding, therefore good Emillia , 

Giue me my nightly wearing, and adiue, 

We muft not now difpleafe him. 

Em. I would you hadneuer feenehim. 

Def. So would not I, my loue doth fo approue him 
Thateuen his ftubborneneffe,his checks andfrownes. 

Prethee vnpin me ; haue grace and fauour in them. 

Em. I haue laied thefe fheetes you bade me 3 on the bed. 

Def. All’s one good faith : how foolifli are our minds? 

If I doe die before thee, prethee fhrowd me 
In one of thofefame fheetes. 

Em. Come, come, you talke. 

Def. My mother had a maid cald Barb ary , 

She was in loue, and he (lie lou cl,prou’d mad, 

And did forfake her,fhe has a fong of willow, 

An old thing *twas,but it expreft her fortune, 

And fhe died Tinging it, that Song to night, 

Will not goe from my mind harke , who’s that knocks ? 

Em . It is the wind. 

Def. Now get thee gone, good night : 

Mine eyes doe itch, does that bode weeping ? 

Em. Tis neither here nor there. 

Def. Wouldft thou doefuch a deed, for all the world ? 

Em . Why would notyou. 

Def. No, by this heauenly light. 

Em. Nor I neither, by this heauenly light, 

I might doe it as well in the darke. 

Def Would thou doefuch a thing for all the world? 

Em . The world is a huge thing, it is a great price. 

For a fmall vice. 

Def. Good troth I thinke thou wouldft not. 

Em. By my troth I thinke I fhould,and vndo’c when I had done 



it, mary I would not doe fuch a thing for a ioyntring; orformea- 

fures 
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Cures of Lawne, norforGownes, orPetticotes, nor Caps, nor any 
fuch exhibition ; but for the whole world? vds pitty, who would 
t ma ke her husband a Cuckole,to make him a Monarch? I fhould 

"venture purgatory for it. 

J)ef. Befhrew me,if I would doeluch a wrong, 

for the whole world. 

Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’theworld; andhauingthe 
world for your labour , tis a wrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right. 

Def I doe not thinke there is any fuch womatj. 

Dm. Yes, a dozen, and as many to the vantage, as would ftore 
the world they played for. 

Def. Good night ,good night : God me fuch vfage fend, 

Hot to picke bad from bad,but by bad mend. 

Exeunt. 

Qyf %US. 5 . 

Enter Iago and Roderigo, 

lag. Here Rand behind this Bulke.flraite will he come, 

Weare thy good Rapier bare, and put it home, 

Quicke,quicke,feare nothing, I’le be at thy elboej . 

It makes vs or it marres. vs, thinke of that, 

And fixe nioilfirme thy refolution. 

Rod. Be neere at hand, I maymifcarry in't. 

lag. Here at thy hand, be bold, and take thy fword. 

Rod. I haue no great deuotion to the dead; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons, 

Tis but a man gone : forth my fword, he dies. 

lag. I haue rubd this young gnat ahnofl to the fenfe, 
Andhegrovvesangty now : whether he kill Cafsio. 

Or Cafsio him, or each doc kill the other, 

Euery way makes my game ; hue Roderigo, 

He calls me to a reRitution large, 

Tor Gold and Iewells,that I bobd from him, 

As gifts to De [demon a : 

Itmuftnot be Cafsio Aoc remaine, 

L 3 He 
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He has a daily beauty in his life, 

That makes mevgly: and befides,theMoore 
May vnfould me to him ; there fland I in pernll : 

No, he mud die,be’t fo, I heare him comming. Ent, Caf. 

Rod. I know his gate, tis he, villaine tbacs dreft. 

Caf. That thruft had bin my enemy mdeed, 

But that my coate is betterthen thou ihink’ft, 

I will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. O I am flaine. 

Caf. Iam maind for euer .light ho, murder, murder. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voice of Cafsio , Iago keepes his word. 

Rod. O villaine that I am. 

Oth. Harketis euenfo. 

Caf O helpe ho, light, a Surgeon. 

Oth. Tis he, O braue/ag^honeft and luff. 

That haft fuch noble fence of thy friends wrong, 

Thou teacheft me; — minion ,your deare lies dead. 

And your fate hies apace; ftrumpet I come; 

Forth of my heart, thofecharmes thine eyes are blotted, 

Thy bed luft-ftaind,fhall with lulls blood befpqttcd. Ex. 
Enter Lodouico and Gratiano. 

Caf. What ho, no watch.no paftage, murder, murder 
Grat. Tis fomemifchance.thecry isverydireftrll. 

Caf. O helps. hod. Harke. 

Rod. O wretched villaine. 

Lod. Two or three grones.it is a heauynight, 

Thefe may be counterfeits, let’s think’ t vnfafe ° 

To come into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod. No body come, then fhall I bleed to death . 

Enter Iago with a light. 

Lod. Harke. 

Grat. Here’s one comes in his fhirt.with lights and weapons 
lag. Who’s there ? whole noife is this, that cries onmurder. 
Lod , I doe not know. 
lag. Did not you heare a cry ? 

Caf. Here,here,for heauens fake helpe me. 
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fag. What s the matter. 

Grat. This is Othello’s Ancient, as I take it. 
lod. The fame indeed, a very valiant fellow. - 
lag. What are you here, that cry fo greeuoully ? 

Caf. Jago,0 1 am fpoil’d,vndone by villaines-, 

Giue me fome helpe. 

lag. O my Leiutenant : what villaines haue done this ? 

Caf. I thinke the one of them is heere about, 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous villaines : 

\Vhat are you there ? come in and giue fome helpe. 

Rod. O.helpemchere. 

Caf. That’s one of em. 

fag. O murderous ftaue,0 villaine. 

Rod. O darhbd Iago, O inhumaine dog,— 0 , 0 , 0 . 
fa. Kill him i’the dark? where be thofe bloody theeues? 

How filent is thisTowne ? Ho, murder, murder : 

What may you be, are you ofgood or euill ? 

Lod. As you (hall prouevs,praife vs. 
lag. Seignior Lodouico. 

Lod. He hr. 

lag. I cry you mercy : her e’s Cafsio hurt by villaines. 

Grat. Cafsio. 

lag. How is it brother? 

Caf. My leg is cut in two. 
lag. Mary heauen forbid/ 

Light Gentlemen, I’le bind it with my fhirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Btan. Wfiatis the matter ho, who ift that cried ? 
lag. Whoift that cried. 

Burn. O my chare Cafsio , O my fweete Cafsio } Cafsio , Cafsio. 
lag. O notable ftrumpet : Cafsio may you fufpeft 
Who they ftiould be, that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf. No. 

Gra. Iam forry to find you thus,Ihauebintofeekeyou. 

Rian. Alas he faints, O Caf to, Cafsio, Cafsio. 

I*g' Gentlemen all, I doe fufpetft this trafh 
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To beare a part in this : patience a while good Cafsio i 
Lend me a light ; know wc this face, or no ? 

Alas my friend, and my deare countrey man .* 

Roderigo ? no.yes fure : O heauen Roderigo. 

Gra. W hat of V (nice ? 

lag. Euen he fir,did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him ? I, 

Jag. Seignior Gratiano, I cry you gentle pardon: 

Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my manners, 

That fo neglecfted you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

lag. HowdoeyouC^yJw? O a chaire,a chaire. 

Gra. Roderigo . 

lag. He,tis he : O that’s well Laid, a chaire : 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 

He fetch the Generalls Surgeon : for you miftrifle, 

Saue you your labour, he that lies flaine here Cafsio , 

Was my deare friend, what malice was betwixt you ? 

Caf. None in the world, nor doe I know the man. 

I ag. What,looke you pale ? O beare him out o’th aire. 
Stay.you good Gentlewoman, looke you pale miftriffe ? 

D oe you perceiue the ieaftures of her eye, 
Nay,anyouftirre,we (hall haue more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you,looke vpon her, 

Doe you fee Gentlemen ? Nay guiltineffe 
Will fpeake, though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Em. 
Em. ’Laswhat’s thematter? what’s the matter husband? 
Jag. Cafsio has here bin fet on in the darke 
By Roderigo, and fellowes that are fcap’t, 

Hee’s almoft flaine, and Roderigo dead. 

Em. Alas good gentleman, alas good Cafsio. 
lag. This is the fruite ofwhoring,pray Emillia, 
Gocknow of Cafsio, vshcrchc fupt to night : 

What, doe you (hake at that ? 

Bian. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore fhake not, 
lag. O did he fo,I charge you goe with me. 

Em. Fie, he vpon thee ftrumpet. 
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Bian. Iamnoftrumpetjbutoflifeas honeft, 

As you, that thus abufeme. 

Em. Asl *.fough,fie vpon thee. 

Jag. Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poore Cafsio dreft, 
Come miftreffe,you mud tell’s another tale. 

Emillia , runneyou to the Cittadell, 

fnd tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 

Will you goe on, I pray, this is the night , 

That either markes me, or foredoes me quite. 

Exeunt. 

JE/.rerOthello with alight. 

Oth. It is the caufe.it is the caufe,my foule, 

Let me not name it tc you, you chafte ftarres .• 

It is the caufe.yetl’lenot fhed her blood, 

Nor fcarre that whiter skin of hers, then fnoW, 

And fmooth,as monumentall Alablafter ; 

Yet {he muft die,elfe {heeTl betray more men, 

Put out the light, and then put out the light : 

Ifl quench thee, thou flaming minifter, 

I can againe,thy former light reftore, 

Should I repent me] but once put out thine, 

Thou cunning pat terne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate, 

That can thy light returne : when I haue pluckt the rofe, 

I cannot giue it vitall growth againe. 

It muft needes wither ; He fmell it on the tree, 

A balmy breath, that doth almoft perfwade 
Iuftice her felfe to breake her fword once more, 
Bethus,whenthou art dead, and I will kill thee, 

Andloue thee after : once more, and this the iaft, He 
So fweete was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe, kjjfes her. 
But they are cruell teares ; this forrowes heauenly, 
hftrikes when it does loue ; Ihe wakes. 

Oef. Who’s ther e,Othello> 

Oth. \,Defdemona. 

D‘f . W ill you come to bed my Lord ? 

Oth . Haueyou prayed to night ,Defdemona ? 
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Def. I my Lord: 

Oth. Ifyou bcthinkeyour felfe of any crime, 
Vnreconcil’d as yet to heauen and grace, 

Sollicire for it ftraite. 

Def Alas my Lord, what may you meane by that? 
Oth. Well doc it, and be briefe,I will walke by, ' 

I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, 

No, heauen fore-fend,I would not kill thy foulc. 

Def. Talkc you of killing? 

Oth. I, l doe. 

Def Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amen,with all my heart. 

Def. Ifyou fay fo, I hope you will not kill me. 

, Utb. Hum. 

Def. And yet I feare you, for you are fatall then. 

When your eyes roule fo : why I ftould fem.I k„ ow not 

Since guiltinefle I know not, but yeti feele I feare. 

Oth. Thinke on thy linnes. 

Def. They are loues I beare to you. 

Oth. And for that thou dieft. 

Def That death's vnnaturall, that kills for louing, 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your neather lip ? 

Some bloody pafTi on ihakes your very frame, 

Thele are portents: but yet I hope 

They doe not point on me. 

Oth. Peace,andbefUll. 

Def I will, fo, what's the matter? 

ThofgaS'o •ft?*'***'****'*'** 

Def, , No, by my life and foule. 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth. Sweete foule take heed,takeheedofperiury, 
Thou art on thydeath-bed. r ' 

Def. I, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes,prefently : 

Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy fmne, 

*or to deny each article with oath, 



Cannot 
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r nn0 tremoue,nor choke the ftrong conceit, 

That I doe groane withall : thou art to die. 

1 p ( f fhen Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay Amen. 

r> e f. And haue you mercy too ; 

Ineuer did offend you inmy life, — neuer lou d Caftto, 
u u t with fuch generall warranty of heauen, 

As l m ght loue : I neuer gauehim token. 

Oth- By heauen I faw my handkercher in his hand, 

0 periured woman, thou doeft ftonethy heart, 

And makeft me call, what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrince, 

1 faw the handkercher. 

Def He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him, fend for him hither, 

And let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. He has confeft. 

Def. What, my Lord? 

Oth. Thar he hath vds death. 

Def How, vnlawfully ? 

Oth. I. 

Def He will not fay fo. 

Oth, No, his mouth is ftop’d, 

Hon eft l ago hath tane order for't. 

Def My feare interprets then, —what is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his haires binliues, 

My great reuenge had ftomacke for ’em all. 

Def Alasheisbetraid,and I vndene. 

Oth. Oftrumpct,- weepeft thou for him to my face ? 
Def O bannifh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 

Oth. Downe ftrumpet. 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me liue to night. 

Oth. Nay.anyou ftriue. 

Def. Buthalfe an houre,but while I fay one prayer. 
Oth. Tis too late. he fifties her. 

Def. O Lord, Lord, Lord. Emillia calls wthin. 

Em. My Lord, my Lord, what ho, my Lord, my Lord. 
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Oth ♦ What voyce is this? not dead ? not yet quite dead ? 

I that am cruell,am yet mercifull, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy paine, — fo,fo. 

Em. What ho, my Lord, my Lord. 

Oth. Who’s there? 

Em. O good my Lord, I’de fpeake a word with you. 

Oth. Yes,tis Emillia, by and by : fhee’s dead : 

Tis like (he comes to fpeake of Cafsiosdenth ; 

Thenoyfe was here ; ha,no more mouing, 

Still as the graue •• fhall fhe come in ? were’t good ? 

I thinkefhe ftirres againe; no,what’sthebeft? 

If fhe come in,fhee’llfure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife, my wifc,my wife; I ha no wife ; 

O infupportable : O heauyhoure. 

Me thinks it fhould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sunne and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em. I doe befeech you 1 may fpeake with you,- good my Lord. 
Oth. I had forgot th ee ; O come in Emiilut . 

Soft, by and by ; let me the Curtaines draw, £«f.Emil. 

Where art thou ? whars the matter with thee now? 

Em. O my good Lord, yonder’s foule murders done 
Oth. What, now? 

Em. But now my Lord. 

Oth. It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neere the earth, then fhe was wont, 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a yong Venetian, 

Cal’d Roderigo. 

Oth. Roderigo kild,3nd Cafsio kild ? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild. 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild, then murders out of tune, 

And fweete reuenge growes harfh. 

Def. O falfly, falfly murdered. 

Em. O Lord, what cry is that ? 

Oth. That? what? 

Em. Out and alas, it is my Ladyes voyce, 

Helpe, 
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Helpe, helpe, ho helpe, O Lady fpeake againe, 

Sweete Defdemona , O fweete Miftreffe fpeake. 

Def. A guiltleffe death I die. 

Em. O who has done this deed ? 

Def. No body, I my felfe, far ewell : 

Commend me to my kinde Lord,0 farewell. [he dies. 

Oth. Why, how fhould fhe be murdered ? 

Em. Alas,whoknowes? 

Oth. You heard her fay, her felfe, it was not I. 

Em. She fayd (o,I muft needes report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like a Iyer, gone toburningHell, 

’Twas I that kild her. 

Em. 0,the more Angell fhe, 

And you the blacker diuell. 

Oth. She turn’d to folly, and fhe was a whore. 

Em. Thou doefl bely her, and thou art a diuell. 

Oth. She was falfe as water. 

Em. Thou as rafh as fire, 

To fay that (he was falfe .• O fhe was heauenW true. 

Oth. Cafsio did top her,aske thy husband 'fe, 

01 were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 

But that I did proceed, vpon iufi grounds, 

To this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That fhe was falfe to wedlocke? 

Oth. I, with Cafsio : nay, had fhe bin true, 

Ifheauen would make me fuch another world, 

Of one intire and perfect C rifolite, 

I’de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband ? 

Oth. I, twas he that told me firft, 

An honeft man he is, and hates the flime, 

That flicks on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband ? 

Oth. What needes this iteration ? woman, I fay thyhusband. 

Em. If he fay fo,may hispernitious foule 
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Rot halfe a graine a day : he lies to’th heart, 

She was too fond of her moft filthy bargaine. 

Oth. Ha? 

Em, Doethyworft, 

This deed ofthineisno more worthy heauen, 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were beft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe meharme, 
As I haue to be hurt: O gull, O dolt. 

As ignorant as dirtt ; thou haft done a deed - 

I care not for thy f'word,lTe make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liues : helpe,helpe ,0 helpc; 

The Moore has kild my Miftrefle, murder, murder. 

Enter Montano, Gratiano,Iago , and others. 

Mon. What is the matter ? how now Generali r 
Em. O, are you come Iago ? you haue done well, 

That menmuft lay their murder on your neck. 

All. What is the matter ? 

Em. Difprouethisvillaine,ifthoubee’ftaman ; 

He fayes thou toldft him that his wife was falfe, 

I know thou didft not, thou art not fuch a villaine : 
Speake,for my heart is full. 

lag. I told him what I thought, and told no more, 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 

Em. But did you euer tell him fhe was falfe ? 
lag. I did. 

Em. You told a lie. an odious damned lie; 

V pon my foule,a lie, a wicked lie : 

Shefalfe with Cafsio ; did you fay with Cafsio ? 

lag. With Cafsio miftrefle ; go to,charme your tongue. 
Em. I will not charme my tongue, I am bound tofpeake. 
lag. What are you mad, I charge you get you home. 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to fpeake, 

Tis proper I obey him, but not now: 

Perchance Iago, l willne’regoe home. 

Oth Oh, oh, oh. Oth , fals on the hed, 

Em. Nay, lay thee downe, and rore, 
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porthou haft kild the fweeteft innocent, 

yhatere did lift vp eye. 

Oth, O fhe was foule : 

I fcarce did know you Vncle, there lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indeed, thefe hands haue newly ftopt, 

I know this a<ft (hewes terrible and grim. 

Qra. Poore Defdemona, I am glad thy father’s dead, 

■phy match was mortal! to him, and pure griefe, 

Shore his old thread atwane .• did he Hue now. 

This fight would make him doe a defperate turne. 

Yea curfe his better Angell from his fide, 

And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. Tis pittifull,butyet Iago knowes, 

That fhe with Cafsio, hath the acft of fhame 
Athoufand timescommitted ; Cafsioc onfeft it. 

And fhe did gratifie his amorous workes. 

With the recognifance and pledge ofloue. 

Which I firftgaueher ; I faw it in his hand, 

It was a handkercher ; an Antique token 
Myfather gaue my mother. 

Em. O God,0 heauenly God. 
lag. Zouns,hold your peace. 

Em. ’Twill out, ’twill : 1 hold my peace fir, no, 

Tie be in fpeaking, liberal! as the ay re, 

| Let heauen, and men,and diuells,let em all, 

All, all cry fhame againft me, yet I’le fpeake. 
lag. Be wife.and get you home. 

Em. I will not. 

Gra. Fie,your fword vpon a woman? 

Em. O thou dull Moore, thathandkercherthoufpeakfton, 

I found by fortune,and did giue my husband •• 

For often with a folemne earneftneffe, 

More then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle, 

Hebeg’d of me to fteale it. 
lag. Villainous whore. 

Em. She gaue it Cafsio ? no alas I found it, 

And Idid giu’t my husband. 

M 4 iag. 
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lag. Filth thou lieft. 

Em. By heauen I doe not,I doe not Gentlemen 
O murderous Coxcombe ! what fhould fuch a foole 
Doe with To good a woman ? 

The Moore rumes at Iago.Iago hits his wife. 
Oth. Are there no ftones in heauen, 

B ut what ferues for the thunder ? pretious villaine, 

Gra. The woman falls, fure he has kild his wife. 

Em. 1,1,0 lay me by my miftreffe fide- Exit Is. go. 

Gra. Hee’s gone, but his wife’s kild. 

Mon*. Tis a notorious villaine, take your weapon 
Which I haue here recauered from the Moore : * 

Come,guard the dore without, let him not paffe. 

But kill him rather,I’le after that fame villaine. 

For tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 

Oth. I am not valiant neither. 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fwcrd. 

But why fhould honour out Hue honefly ? 

Let it goe all. 

Em. Moore, fire waschaft,fhelou’d thee cruell Moore, 
So come niy foule to blifle,as I fpeaketrue j 
So fpeaking as I thinlre,! die,I die. (he dies . 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine,the lfebrookes temper; 

0 hereitis; Vnclcl muft comeforth. Gra .within. 

Cra. If thou attempt it,itwill coft theedeerc. 

Thou had no weapon, and perforce muftfuffer. 

Oth. Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am, I will affault thee, 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Oth. Behold,I haue a weapon, 

A better neuer didit felfe fuftaine 

Vpon a Souldiers thigh : I haue feene the day. 

That withthis little arme,and this good fword, 

1 haue made my way through more impediments. 

Then twenty times you ftop : butO vaineboaft 
Who can controulehis Fate tis not fo now, 
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n le as thy fmocke,when we fhall meete at counc, 
phis looke of thine, will hurle my fouiefrom heauen, 

bends will lhatch at it t cold,cold my girle, 
p, ien like thy chaftity; O cutfed flaue : 

W'hippe me you D iuells, 

prom the poffeffion ofth’s heauenly fight. 

Blow me about in winds, roaft me infulphurc, 

' vy a fh me in fieepe downe gulphes of liquid fire: 

0 Dettemotia ,Defdemoua,dc ad,0,o,o. 

Enter LodouicoJMonta io,I ago ^and Officers t 
Caflfio in a Chaire. 

Lod. Where isthis rafh and mod infortunate man. 

Oth. Thar’s he that was Othello ,hete.\ am. 

tod. Where is this Viper, bringthe villaine forth. 

Oth. I looke downe towards his feet, but that’s afable 
If thou beert a diuell,I cannot kill thee. 

Lod. Wring his fword from him. 

lag. I bleed fir, but not kil’d. 

Oth. lam not lorry neither 5 l’de haue thee Hue, 

For in my fenfetishappinefle to die. 

Lod. O thou Othello, that wert oncefo good. 

Faille in the pradlife of a damned flaue, 

What fhould be faid to thee ? 

Oth. Why any thing. 

An honourable murderer ifyou will : 

For nought did I in hate,but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy : 

Did you and he confentin Cafsio’s death ? 

Oth. ]. 

Caf. Dears Generali, I did neuer giue you caufe. 

Oth. I doe beleeue it,and I askeyou pardon, 

Willyou pray, demand that demy diuell. 

Why he hath thus infnar’d my foule and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing, whatyou know you know. 

From this time forth I neuer will fpeake word. 

Lod. What not to pray ? 

Gm. Torments will ope your lips. 

N Oth. 
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Oth, Wclljthou doeft beft. 

Lod . Sir,you flhall vnderttand what hath befalne. 
Which ,as I thinkc you know not : here is a letter, 
Found in the pocket of the fiaine Rttderigo; 

And here another; the oneot them imports 

The death of Cafsio] to be vndertooke — by Rodtrigo . 

Otb. Ovillaine. 

Caf. Moft heatheni(b,and moft gro(Te. 

Lod. Now heres another difcontented paper. 

Found in his pocket too, and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to haue fent this damned villainc, 

But that belike,/^ o ,in the nicke 
Came inland fatisfied him. 

Oth. O the pernitious catieffe ! 

How came you Cafsio by a handkcrcher. 

That was my wifes ? 

Cttf. I found it in my chamber. 

And hehimfelfe confeft iteuen now. 

That there he dropt it, for a fpeciall purpofc ; 

Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O fooie,foole,foole. 

Caf. There is befides in Roderigoes letter 
How he vpbraides dago , that he made him, 

Braue me vpon the watch,whereon it came , 

That I wascaft;ar.d euen but now he fpake, 

After long feemingdead,/tfg<? hurt him, • 

I ago fet him on. 

Lod . Youmuft forfake this roome,and goewithvs* 
Your power and your command is taken off, 

And Cafsio rules in Cypres : for this (lauc. 

If there be any cunning cruelty. 

That can torment him much,and hold him long. 

It fball be his : you fhall dofe pcifoner reft. 

Till chat the nature of your fault be knowne 
To th t Venetian State; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you,a word or two, 

I haue done theStatefome leruice,and they know’Cj 
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No more of th at : I pray you in your letters, 

\V hen you fballthefe yn lucky dcedesrelate, 

Speakeofthcm as they are ; nothing extenuate, 
fiorfet downe ought in malice,then rnuft you fpeake, 

Of one that loud not wifely, but too well .• 

Ofone not eafily iealous,but being wrought, 

Perpkxt in the extreame ; of one vvhofe hand, ■ 

Like the bafe threw a pearle away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whofe fubdued eyes, 
Albeit vnufed to the melting mood e. 

Drops teares asfaft as the Arabian trees, 

Their medicinal! gum; fetyou downe this. 

And fay befides,that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a Turb and Turks, 

Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the State; 

Itooke bi’ch throate thecircumcifed dog. 

And fmote him thus. He flab s himfelfe. 

Led. O blood period. 

Gra. All that s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. I kili thee ere I kild thee, no way but this, 

Killing my felfe,to die vpon a kiffe. He diet. 

Caf. This did I feare,but thought he had no weapon. 

For he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartanc dog, 

More fell then anguifh,hunger,or the Sea, 

Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed : 

This is thy worke,the obie6t poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : Gratiano^tcpe the houfe. 

And ceaz.e vpon the fortunes of the Moore.* 

For they fucceed to you, to you Lord Gouernour, 
Remaines the cenfure of this hellifh villaine. 

The time,the place,the torture ; O inforce it, 

My felfewill firaite aboord,and to the State, 

This heauy ad with heauy heart relate. 

Exeunt omnes. 
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